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s, 


TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


Suſanna Counteſs of Eglinton. 


MADAM, 


6 & HE Love of Approbation, and a Deſire to 


pleaſe the beſt, have ever encouraged the 

Paets to finiſh their Deſigns with Chear- 
ſulneſs. But conſcious of their own Inability to op- 
pole a Storm of Spleen and haughty Il|-nature, it is 
Zenerally an ingenious Cuſtom among them to chuſe 
ome honourable Shade, 

Wherefore I beg Leave to put my Paſferai under 
your Ladyſbip's Protection. It my Patreneſs ſays, the 
Shepherds ſpeak as they ought, and that there are fe - 
veral natural Flowers that beautify the rural Wild, 
I ſhall have good Reaſon to think myſelf ſaſe from 
the aukward Cenſure of ſome pretended judges, that 
condemn before Examination. | 

I am (ure of vaſt Numbers that will croud into your 
Ladyfhip's Opinion, and think it their Honour to 
agree in their Sentiments with the C:unte/s of lin- 
ton, who'e Penetration, ſuperior Wit, and found 
Judgment, ſhines with an uncommon Luſtre, while 
accompanied with all the diviner Charms of Goodneſs 
and Equality of Mind. 

If it were not for offending only your Ladyſbip, 
here, Madam, I might give the fulleſt Liberty to my 
Mule to delineate the fineſt of Women, by drawing 
your Ladyſbip's Character, and be in no Hazard of 
being deemed a Flatterer ; ſince Flattery lies not in 
paying what is due to Merit, but in Praiſes miſplaced, 

Were I to begin with your Lady/hip's honourable 
Birth and Alliance, the Field is ample, and preſents 
us with numberleſs great and good Patriots, that have 


2 digni- 


ir DEDICATION. 


dignified the Names of KENNEDY and MONT 
GOMERY. Be that the Care of the Herald and 
Hiſtorian, *Tis perſonal Merit, and the heavenly 
Sweetneſs of the Fair, that inſpire the tuneful Lays, 
Here every Leſbia muſt be excepted, whoſe Tongues 
give Liberty to the Slaves, which their Eyes had made 
Captives, Such may be flatter' d; but your Ladyſbip 
juſtiy claims our Admiration and profoundeſt Reſpect. 
For whilſt you are poſſeſt of every outward Charm in 
the moſt perfect Degree, the never-fading Beauties of 
Wiſdom and Piety, which adorn your Lady/hip's 
Alind, command Devotion. 
All this is very true, cries a Sour-Plumb of better 
Senſe than Good-nature; but what occaſion have 
vou ty tell us the Sun ſhines, when we have the Uſe 1 
of our Eyes, and feel his Influence ?---Very true: 
but I hare the Liberty to uſe the Poet's Privilege, ; 
Waich bs; Ta ſpeak what every Body thinks. Indced F 
there mi 2 * be ſome Strength in che Reflection, if | 


the Idalian Regiſters were of as ſhort Duration as Life: 
But the Bard, who fondly hopes Immortality, has a 
certain praile-worthy Pleaſure in communicating to 
Poſterity the Fame of diſtinguiſhed CharaRters,----- |} | 
I write this laſt Sentence, u with a Hand that trembles 
between Hope and Fear; but if I ſhould prove fo 
happy as to pleaſe your Ladyſbip in the following At- 
tempt, then all my Doubts ſhall evaniſh like a Morn- 
ing N apour ; I ſhall hope to be clats'd with Tafſo and 
Guarint, and ſing with Ovid, 


If "tis allow'd to Poets to divine, 
One Half of round Eternity is mine, 
Mana, 
Your Lady/hip's moſt obedient, 
And met devated Servant, 


LG nburyh, Jun: 
1725 ALLAN. RAMSAY, 


Sir William Worthy. 
Patie, the Gentle Shepherd, 


| Roger, a rich young Shep 


| 3 Symon and Glaud, two 
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THE PERSONS 


MEN. 


in Love with Peggy. 
herd, in love with Jenny. 


old Shepherds, Tenants 


to Str William. 


with Neps. 


| 


| 


| 


WOMEN, 


Pegay, thought to be 
Glaud*s Niece. 


Jenny, Glaud's 


Daughter. 


Mauſe, an old woman, 
ſuppoſed to be a witch, 


Elſpa, Symon's wife, 


only 


* y Bauldy, a Hynd, engaged 
/ 5 4 | Madge, Glaud's Sifter, 


F SCEN E, a Shepherd's Village and Fields fame few 
| Miles from Edinburgh. 


Time of Action, within Twenty Hours, 


Firſt ACt begins at Eight in the Morning. 
Second Act begins at Eleven in the Forenoon. 
Third Act begins at Four ix the Afternoon. 
Fourth Act begins at Nine o'Clock at Night. 
Fifth Act begins by Day-light next Morning. 


— — 


4 ACT. 
PROLOGUE to the Scene. 


* Beneath the South fide of a craigy Bield, 

+ MIhere Chriſtal Springs the haleſom Maters yield, 
Twa youthful Shepherds en the Gowans lay, 
Tenting their Flocks, ae bonny Morn of May, 


1 
* 


SCENTSE. 1. 


Poor Roger granes, till bellow Echo's ring; 


But blither Patic likes 3 laugh and ſing. 


PATIE 
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PATIE and ROGER. 


| SANG I. Tune, The Wawking of the Faulds, 


Parr, Y Peggy is a young Thing, ? 
M Jui enter'd in her Teens, 
Fair as the Day, and ſweet as May, 'F 
Fair as the Day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very auld, 
Yet wwell 1 like to mett her at 
The Wawking of the Fauld. 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſae fweeth, 


Bene er wwe meet alane, 
] wiſh nae mair to lay my Care, 
deviſh nae mair of a' that's rare. 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 


To a'the lade I'm cauld; 
But ſhe gars a' my Spirits glow 
At VWawking of the Fauld. 
My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
Whene'er I whiſper Love, 
That I lot down on a' the Town, 
That I look dogun uton a Crown. 


My Pe miles ſae kindly, 

1 = 4 blzthe and bauld, 
And naithing gi'es me fic Delight, 
A Wamwking of tbe Fauld. 

My Peggy fings ſae ſaftiy 
Il hen on my Pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt, it is confiſt, 
Ay a' the reſt, that ge fings beſl. 
My Peggy fings Jae ſafily, 

Ana in her Sangs are tald, 
With Innocence, the Wale of Senſs, 

At Wawking of the Fauld, 


— 
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A PASTORAL COMEDY. 3 


HIS ſunny Morning, Roger, chears my Blood, 
And puts all Nature in a jovial Mood. 

How hartſom is't to ſee the riſing Plants, 

To hear the Birds chirm o'er their pleaſing Rants? 

How haleſome is't to ſnuff the cawler Air, 

And a' the Sweets it bears when void of Care. 
What ails thee, Roger, then? What gars thee grane? 
Lell me the Cauſe of thy ill- ſeaſon'd Pain. 
Koger. I'm born, O Patie, to a thrawart Fate! 

l' 'm born to ſtrive with Hardſhips ſad and great. 
Lempeſts may ceaſe to jaw the rowan Flood, 
Corbies and Tods to grein for Lambkins Blood: 
# Bur I, oppreſt with never ending Grief, 

Maun ay deſpair of lighting on Relief. 
Z Patie. The Bees ſhall loath the Flour, and quit the Hive, 

The Saughs on boggie Ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 

Ere ſcornfu' Queans, or Loſs of warly Gear, 

* Shall ſpill my Reſt, or ever force a Tear, 
> Roger. Sae might I ſay; but it's no eaſy doen 

By ane, whaſe Saul is ſadly out of Tune, 

You have ſac ſaft a Voice, and ſlid a Tongue. 
You are the Darling of baith Aull and Young, 
If I bur ettle at a Sang, or ſpeak, | 
They dit their Lugs, 1yne up their Leglens cleek. 
And jeer me hameward frae the Lone or Bught, 
While I'm confus'd with mony a vexing Thought: 
Vet Jam tall, and as well bulle as thee, 
Nor mair unlikely to a Laſs's Eye. 
For ilka Sheep ye have Pl number ten. 
And ſhould, as ane may think, come farer ben. 
Patie. But ablins, Nibour, ye have not a Heart. 
And downa eithly wr your Cunzie part 
If that be true, what ſignifies your Gear? 
A Minl that's ſcrimpit never wants ſome Care. 
Aozer. My Byar tumbled, nine braw Nowt wers 
{moor'd, 
Three Elf- ſhot were, yet I theſe Ills endur'd : 
In Winter laſt my Cares were very tma', 
Tho! Scores of Wathers periſh'd in the Snaw, 
B 2 Patie. 
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Fatie. Were your bien Rooms as thinly ſtock'd as mine, 
Lets you wad loſs, and lets ye wad repine. 
1 He that tas juſt enough can ſoundly fleep : 
The O'crcome only faſhes Fowk to keep. 
Reger. May Plenty flow upon thee Gr a Croſs ; 
That thou may'ſt thole the Pangs of mony a Loſs : 
O may'ſt thou doat on ſome fair paughty Wench, 
That ne'er will lout thy lowan Drowth to quench : 
till bris'd beneath the Burden, thou cry Dool ! 9 
And own that ane may fret that is nae Fool, 9 
Patte. Sax good fat Lambs, I ſauld them ilka Clute 
Ar the - Vert, and bought a winſome Flute, 
Oc Plum- tree made, with Iv'ry Virles round; 
A daint; Whiſtle, with a pleaſant Sound: 
be mair canty wi't. and ne'er cry Dool! 
Than you with all your Cath, ye dowie Fool. 
Rog:r. Na, Patie, na! I'm nue fic churliſh Beaſt, 
Some other Thing lies heavier at my Breaſt: 
I dream'd a dreary Dream this hinder Night, 
Thar gars my Fleth a' creep yet with the Fright. 
Patic. Now, to a Friend how ſilly's this Pretence, 
To ane wha you and a' your Secrets kens. 
Duft are your Dreams, as daftly wad ye hide 
Your well ſeen Love, and dorty Feum's Pride: 
Take Courage, Roger, me your Sorrows tell, 
And ſafely think nane kens them but your ſell, 
Roger. Indeed now, Patie. you have gueſs'd o'er true, 
And there is naithing I'Il keep up trac you. I 
Me dorty Jean looks upon aſquint; . 
To ſpeak but till her I dare hardly mint. 
In ilka Place ſhe jeers me air and late, 
And gars me look bombaz'd, and unko blate : 
Bur yeſterday I met her yont a Know, 
She fled as trac a Shelly-coated Kow. 
She Baulay loes, Bauldy hat drives the Car, 
But gecks at me, and lays I tmell of Tar. 
Pte. Bur Bauldy loes not her, right well I wat, 
II. ſighs for N-ps ;---fac that may ſtand for that. 
Roger. T wiſh I cou'd na loo her--bur in vain, 
I till maun doat, and thole her proud Diſdain. 1 
hat y 
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A PASTORAL COMEDY. 


My Ban ty is a Cur I dearly like, 

Till he yowl'd fair ſhe ſtrack the poor dumb Tyke: 
If I had fill'd a Nook within her Breaſt, 

She wad have ſhewn mair Kindneſs to my Beaſt. 
When I begin to tune my Stock and Horn, 

With a' her Face the ſhaws a caulrite Scorn. 

Laſt night I play'd---(ye never heard fic Spite) 
O'er Bogie was x & Spring, and her Delyte: 

Yet tauntingly ſhe at her Cuſin ſpear'd, 


Lit ſhe could tell what Tune I play'd, and ſneer'd— 


vw 


ie, | 


Flacks, wander where ye like, I dinna care, 


il break my Reed, and never whiſtle maar. 
Patie, E'en do ſae, Reger, wha can help Miſluck ? 
Cacbeins ſhe be fic a thrawn-gabit Chuck. 
Yo:der's a Craig, fince ye have tint all Hope, 
Gae till't your ways, and take the Lover's Lowp. 
Roger. I needna mak fic Speed my Blood to pill, 
I'!} warrant Death come ſoon enough a will. 
Patie. Daft Gowk! leave aff that filly whinging Way; 
Seem careleſs, there's my Hand ye'll win the Day. 


* Hear how I ſerved my Laſs I love as weel 


As ye do Zenzy, and with Heart as leel. 

Laſt Morning I was gay and early out, 

Upon a Dyke I leaned, glowring abour, 

aw my Meg come linkan o'er the Lee; 

I ftaw my Meg, but Peggy faw na me: 

For yet the Sun was wading thro' the Nliſt, 

And ſhe was cloſe upon me ere ſhe wilt. 

Her Coats were kiltit, and did ſweetly ſhaw 

Her ſtraight bare Legs that whiter were than Snaw, 

Her Cockernony ſnooded up fu' flcek, 

Her Haffer-Locks hang waving on her Cheek ; 

Her Cheeks ſae ruddy, and her Een ſae clear; 

And O! her Mouth's like ony Hinny Pear. 

Neat, neat ſhe was, in Buſtine Waiſtcoat clean, 

As the came skiffing o'er the dewy Green. 

Blythſome- I cry'd, My bony Meg, come here; 

I terly wherefore e're tac ſoon aſteer: 

But I can guels, ye're gawn to gather Dew— 

She ſcour'd awa', and ſaid, What's that to you? 
B 3 Then 


8 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


Then fare ye weel. Meg Derts, and e'en's ye like, 

I careleſs cry'd, and lap in o'er the Dyke. 

I rtrow, when that ſhe taw, within a Crack, 

She came with a right thieveleſs Errand back; 

Miſcaw'd me firſt—then bad me hound my Dog, 

| To wear up three waff Ews ſtray'd on the Bog, 

I leugh; and fac did the; then with great Haſte 

I claip'd my Arms about her Neck and Waiſt ; 

| Abour her yielding Waiſt, and took a Fouth 

Of ſweeteſt Kiſſes frac her glowing Mouth. | 

While hard and faſt I held her in my Grips, * 

My very Saul cam lowping to my Lips. | 

Sair, fair the flet wi' me 'tween ilka Smack; 

But weel I kend the meant nae as ſhe ſpak. 
Dear Reger, when your Jo puts on her Gloom, 

Do ye fac too, and never faſh your Thumb. 

Seem to forſake her, ſoon ſhe'll change her Mood: 

Cae woo anither, and the'll gang clean wood. 


SANG II. Tune, Fy gar rub her Oer with Strae, 


Dear Roger, if ymur Jenny geck, 
And anſwer Kindneſs with a Slight, 
Seem wnconcern'd at her Neglect, 
For Women in a Man delight : 
Bat them deſpiſe who're foen defate, 
And awitb a ſimple Face give way 
To a Retulſe ; then be not blate. 
Puſh bauldly on and win the Day. 


Whin Maidens, innocently young, 

Say aten what they never mean, 
Ne'er mind their pretty lying Tongue, 

But tent the Language of their Een ; 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 

To anſwer all your Lowe avith Hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, 

And let her fizh when "tis too late. 


_ __ 
r 


2 


Roger, Kind Patie, now fair fa your honeſt Heart, 
We're ay ſae cadgy, and have fic an Art 
To hearten ane: For now, as cleans a Leck, 
Ye've cheruk'd me, ſince ye began to ſpeak. 
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Sae, for your Pains, I'll mak ye a Propine, 
(My Mother, reſt her Saul! the made it fine) 
A Tartan Plaid, ſpun of good Hawſlock Woo, 
Scarlet and Green the Sets, the Borders blew : 
With Spraings like Gowd, and Siller croſs'd with Black; 
I never had it yet upon my Back. 
Weel are ye wordy o't, who have ſac kind 
Red up my revel'd Doubts, and cleared my Mind. 
Patie.Weel, hald ye there-and ſince ye've frankly made 

To me a Preſent of your braw new Plaid, 
Aly Flute's be yours, and ſhe too that's fac nice 
Shall come a-will, gif ye'll tak my Advice. 

Reger. As ye advile, PII promiſe to obſerv't ; 
But ye maun keep the Flute, ye beit deſerv't, 
Now tak it out, and gie's a bony Spring; 
For I'm in Tift to hear you play and fing 

Patie. But firſt we'll tak a Turn up to the Height, 
And fee gif all our Flock be feeding right : 
Be that Time Bannocks, and a Shave of Cheeſe 
Will mak a Breakfaſt that a Laird might pleaſe; 
Might pleaſe the daintieſt Gabs, were they fac wile 
To ſeaſon Meat with Health, inſtead of Spice. 
When we have tane the Grace-Drink at this Well, 
Vl whiſtle fine, and ſing t'ye like my fell, | Exeunt, 


SCENE I, 


PrRoloGuUur, 


A flawrie Howm between two werdant Braces, 

Il here Loſſes uſe to waſh and ſpread their Claiths, 
A trotting Burnie wimpling throw the Ground, 

Its Channel Peebles, ſhining, ſmooth, and round. 
Here wiew twa hare/ort Beauties clean and clear; 
Firſt pleaje your Eye, than gratifie your Ear; 

I hile Jenny what ſhe wiſhes diſ.ommends, 

And Meg with better Serſe true Love defends, 


PEGCY awd JENNY. 
Jenny. ome, Meg, let's ta" to wark upon this Creen, 
The ſhining Day will biecch our Linen clean; 
The 
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The Water's clear, the Lift unclouded blew, 

Will mak them like a Lilly wer with Dew. 
Peggy. Gae farer up the Burn to Habie's Hmw, 

Where a' that's ſweet in Spring and Simmer grow: 1 

Between twa Birks our-o'er a little Lin 5 

The Water fa's, and makes a ſingand Din: ? 

A Pool Breaſt-deep, beneath as clear as Glaſs, 

Kiſſes with eaſy Whirles the bordering Graſs, 

We'll end our Waſhing, while the Morning's cool, 

And when the Day grows het, we'll to the Pool, 

There waſh our ſells—' Tis healthfu' now in May, 

And tweetly cauler on fac warm a Day. F 
Jenny. Daft Laſſie, when we're naked, what'll ye ſay, 7 

Cit our twa Herds come brattling down the Brace, 

And ſee us ſae? That jeering Fallow Pate 

Wad taunting ſay, Haith, Lailes, ye're no blate. 
Peggy. We're tar frae ony Road, and out of Sight; 

The Lads they're feeding tar beyont the Height. 

But tell me now, dear Femy, we're our lane, 

What gars ye plague your Wooer with Diſdain? 

- - Neighbours a' tent this as well as I, 

That Reger loo's ye, yet ye carena by. 

What ails ye at him? Troch, between us twa, 

He's wordy you the beſt Day cer ye ſaw. 
Jenny. I dinna like him, Pegey, there's an End, 

A Herd mair ſheepiſh yet I never kend. 

He kaimes his Hair indeed, and gaes right ſnug, 

With Ribbon knots at his blue Bonner Lug, 

Whilk penſylie he wears a-thought a-jee, 

And ſpreads his Garrers dic'd beneath his Knee. 

He fals his Owrelay down his Breaft with Care, 

And few gang trigger to the Kirk or Fair; 

For a'thar, he can neither ſing nor lay, 

Except, How dhe F=or, There's a bonny Day. 1 
Peggy. Ye dith the Lad with conſtant ſlighting Pride, 

Hatred for Love is unko fair to bide: | © 

But ye'll repent ye, if his Love grow cauld. " 

What like's a dorty Maiden, when ſhe's auld ? 3 

Like dawted Wean, tat tarrows at its Meat, | 

That for tome fecklefs Whim will orp and greet : 


The | 


le, 1 


he 
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A PASTORAL COMEDY. 


The lave laugh at it, till the Dinner's paſt, 


And ſyne the fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or ſcart anither's Leavings at the laſt. 
Ty, Jenny, think, and dinna fit your Time. 


SANG III. Tune, Polawart on the Green. 


The Dorty wil! repent, 
I, Lover's Heart grow cauld, 
And nane her Smiles «will tent, 
Soon as her Face loks auld : 


The dawted Bairn thus takes the Pet, 
Nor eats th; Hunger cCraVes 

Whimpers and tar: oꝛus at its Meat, 
Hna's lawught at by tie lave. 


They jefl it till the Dinner's paſt, 
Thus by it ſell abus'd, 

The fool thin £ 7s oblig'd to fof , 
Or eat what they've reſus d. 


Jenny. I never thought a ſingle Life a Crime. 
Pegev. Nor I—but Love in Whiſpers lets us ken, 
Thar Men were made for us, and we for Men. 
FJemy. If Roger is my Jo, he kens himſel, 
Tor fic a Tale I never heard him tell. 
He glowrs and ſighs, and I can gueſs the Cauſe; 
But wha's oblig'd to ſpell his Hums and Haws ? 
hender he likes to tell his Mind mair plain, 
Ie tell him frankly ne'er to do't again. 
They're Fools that Slav'ry like, and may be free; 
The Chiels may a' knit up themſelves for me. 
Peggy. Be doing your ways; for me, I have a Mind 
To be as yielding as my Patie's kind. 
Jenny. Heh, Laſs! how can ye loo that Rattle-Skull ? 
A very Deel, that ay maun hae his Will. 
\We'll ſoon hear tell what a poor feightan Life 
You twa will lead, ſae ſoon's ye're Man and Wife. 
Pegzy. I'll rin the Risk, nor have Jony Fear, 
But rather think ilk langſome Day a Year, 
Till I with Pleaſure mount my Bridal Bed, 
Where on my Patie's Breaſt I'll lean my Head. 
There 


— — — - 
— — 
— — — — —  - —— —ä — ſ— 


10 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


There he may kiſs as lang as Kiſſing's good, 

And what we do, there's nane dare call it rude. 

He's get his Will: Why no; *TIis good my Part 

To give him that, and he'll give me his Heart. 
Jenny. He may indeed for ten or fifteen Days 

Mak meikle o'ye, with an unko Fraiſe, 

And daut ye baith afore Fowk, and your lane; 

Bur ſoon as his Newfangleneſs is gane, 8 

He'll look upon you as his Tether- ſtake, 

And think he's tint his Freedom for your ſake. 

Inſtead then of lang Days of ſweet Delyte, 

Ae Day be dumb, and a'the neiſt he'll flyte: 

And may be, in his Barlichoods ne'er ſtick 

To lend his loving Wife a loundering Lick. 


SANG IV. Tune, O dear Mother, what ſhall I do? 


O dear Peggy, Love's beguiling, 
e ought not to truſt to Smiling: 
Better far to do as J 40, 

Leſi a harder Luck betide you, 


Laſſes, when their Fancy's carry'd, 
Think of nought but to be marryd; 
Running to a life deſtrey. 


Heariſome, free, and youth/u' Toys. 


Peggy. Sic coarſe-ſpun Thoughts as thae want Pith tg 
My tertl'd Mind, I'm o'er far gane in Love. [move 
Patie to me is dearer than my Breath, 

But want of him I dred nae other Skaith. 
There's nane of a' the Herds, that tread the Green, 
Has ſic a Smile or fic twa glancing Een. 

And then he ſpeaks with fic a taking Art, 

His Words they thirle like Muſick throw my Heart. 
How blithely can he ſport, and gently rave, 

And jeſt ar little Fears that fraght the lave, 

Ik Day that he's alane upon the Hill, 


He reads fell Books that teach him meikle Skill. 

He is —but what need I ſay that or this, 

I'd ſpend a Month to tell you what he 1s ! 

In a he ſays or does, there's ſic a Gate, 

The reſt ſcem Coofs compar'd with my dear Pate. 55 
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Illis better Senſe will lang his love ſecure : 


Ill-Nature hefts in Sauls are weak and poor. 


SANG V. Tune, How can I be ſad on my, &c. 


How fhall I be ſad when a Huſband I hae, 

That has better Senſe than ony of thae 

Sour, weak, filly Fellows, that fludy, like Fools, 

To fink their ain Foy, and make their Wives Snools, 


The Man who is prudent ne er lightlies bis Wife, 
Or with aull Reproaches encourages Strife 
He praiſes her Virtue, and ne er will abuſe 

Her for a ſma' Failing, but find an Excuſe. 

Jenny. Hey, Bony Laſs of Brankſome, or't be lang 
Your witty Pate will put you in a Sang. 
O it's a pleaſant thing to be a Bride; 
Syne whindging Gets about your Ingle ſide, 
Yelping for this or that with faſheous Din: 


To mak them Brats then ye maun toil and ſpin. 
Ae Wean fa's ſick, and ſcads it fell wi Broe, 
Ane breaks his Shin, anither tines his Shoe. 


The Deel gaes o'er John Wabſter: Hame grows Hell; 
When Pate miſcaws ye war than Tongue can tell. 
Peggy. Yes, it's a heartſom thing to be a Wife, 

When round the Ingle-edge young Sprouts are rife, 

Gif I'm ſae happy, I ſhall have delight 

To hear their little Plaints, and keep them tight. 

Wow, Jeum ! can there greater Pleaſure be 

Than fee fic wee Torts toolying at your Knee; 

When a' they ettle at, their greateſt With, 

Is to be made of, and obtain a Kiſs ? 

Can there be Toil in tenting Day and Night 

The like of them, when Love makes Care Delight ? 
Jenny. But Poortith, Pegey, is the warſt of a', 

Gif o'er your Heads ill Chance ſhould Begg'ry draw, 

1here little Love or canty Chear can come 

I rae duddy Doublets, and a Pantry toom: 

Your Nowt may die—the Spate may bear away 

Frae aff the Howms your dainty Rucks ot Hay— 

The thick-blawn Wreaths of Snaw, or blaſhy 1hows, 

May ſmoor your Wathers, and may rot your Ews. 
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A Dy vor buys your Butter, Woo and Cheeſe, 
Bur or the Day of Payment breaks and flees, 
With glooman Brow rhe Laird ſeeks in his Rent: 
"Tis no to gie; your Merchant's to the Bent. 
His Honour manna want, he poinds your Gear: 
Syne, driven frac Houſe and Hald, where will ye ſteer ? 
Dear Meg be wite, and lead a ſingle Life: 
Troth it's nae mows to be a married Wife. 

Peggy. May fic ill Luck befa' that ſilly ſhe 
Wha has ſic Fears, for that was never me. 
Let Fowk bode wee], and ſtrive to do their beſt ; 
Nae mair's requir'd : Let Heaven make out the reſt. 
I've heard my honeſt Uncle afren ſay. 
That Lads ſhould a' for Wives thats vertuous pray: 
For the maiſt thrifry Man could never get 
A well ſtor'd Room, unleſs his Wife wad let: 
Wherefore nocht thall be wanting on my Part 
To gather Weath to raile my Shepherd's Hearr. 


And win the Vogue at Market, Tron, or Fair, 

For haleſom, clean, cheap, and ſufficient Ware. 

A Flock o' Lambs, Cheete, Butter, and ſome Woo, 
Shall firſt be ſald to pay the Laird his Due. 

Syne a'behind's our ain ;—thus, without Fear, 

Wich Love and Rowth we throw the Warld will ſteer; 
And when my Pate in Bairns and Gear grows rite, 
He'll bleſs the Day he gat me for his Wife. 

Jenny. But what if ſome young Giglit on the Green, 
With dimpled Checks, ard twa betwitching Een, 
Shou'd gar your Patie think his half-worn Meg. 
And her kend Kiſles, hardly worth a Feg. 

Peggy. Nae mair of that Dear Jenny, to be free; 
There's ſome Men conſtanter in Loye than we : 

Nor is the Ferly great, when Nature kind 

Has bleſt them with Solidity of Mind. | 
They'll reaſon caumly, and with Kindneſs ſmile, 
When our ſhort Paſſions wad our Peace beguile: 
Sae, whenſoe'er they flight their Maiks at hame, 
'Tis Ten to Ane their Wives are maiſt to blame. 


Whate'er he wins, I'll guide with canny care, { * 


Then 
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Then I'll employ with Pleaſure a- my Art 
To keep him chearfu', and ſecure his Heart. 
At Ev'n, when he comes weary frae the Hill, 
I'll have a'things made ready to his Will. 
In Winter, when he toils throw Wind and Rain, 
A bleezing Ingle, and a clean Hearth-ſtane : 
And ſoon as he flings by his Plaid and Staff, 
The ſeething Por's be ready to tak aff. | 
Clean Hag-a-bag I'll ſpread upon his Board, 
And ſerve him with the beſt we can afford. 
Cood-Humour and white Bigonets ſhall be 
Guards to my Face, to keep his Love for me. 
Jenny. A Diſh of marry'd Love right ſoon grows cauld, 
And dozens down to nane, as Fowk grow auld. 
Peggy. But we'll grow auld togither, and ne'er find 
The Loſs of Youth, when Love grows on the Mind. 
# Bairns and their Bairns make ſure a firmer Tyc, 
Than aught in Love the like of us can ſpy. 
Sce yon twa Elms that grow up Side by Side; 
# Suppoſe them ſome Years ſyne Bridegroom and Bride: 
I Nearer and nearer ilka Year they've preſt. 
Till wide their ſpreading Branches are increas'd, 
And in their Mixrure now are fully bleſt. 
his ſhields the other frae the Eaſtlin Blaſt, 
That in return defends it frae the Weſt. 
vic as ſtand ſingle (a State ſae lik'd by you!) 
Beneath ilk Storm frac every Airth maun bow. 
Jenny. I've done -I yield, dear Laſſie, I maun yield, 
Your better Senſe has fairly won the Field, 
With the Aſſiſtance of a little Fae, 
Lies dern'd within my Breaſt this mony a Day. 


| SANG VI. Tune, Nanh's to the Green-Wood gane. 


T yicld, dear Laſſie, ye have won, 
And there is nae denying, 
That ſure as Light flows frae the Sun, 
Frae Love proceeds Comp!ying ; 
For a' that we can do or ſay 
"Gainft Lowe, nae Thinker heeds us, 
They ken our B:ſoms lodge the Far, 
That by the Heartflrings leads us. 
C P eg $5 
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Pegey. Alake! poor Prig'ner ! Ferm, that's no fair, 
Thar ye'll no let the wie Thing take the Air: 
Haite, It him out, we'll tent as weel'sgwe can, 
Gif he be Bu y's, or poor Roger's Mag 
Jenn. Anither Time's as good—for fee the Sun 
Is right far up, and we're no yet begun 
To froath the Graith ; —if canker'd age our Aunt 
Come up the Burn, ſhe'll gie's a wicked Rant: 
But when we've done, I'll tell ye a' my Mind; 
For this ſeems true, nae Laſs can be unkind. | Excurt. 


ACT 1H SCENTS: 
PROLOGUE. 

A ſnug Thack Houſe, hefore the Door a Grein; 

Hens on the Middins, Ducks in Dubs are ſcen: 

On this Side /fands a Barn, on that a Ber: 

A Peet-/lack eius aud forms a rural Square. 


{he Houle is Glaud's; — ere you may /ee him leans 
And to bis Divet-Seat incite his Frien. 


GLAUD and SY MON. 


C. aud. Oon-wvOoORRO W, Nibour Juno, — come 
ſit down, 

And gie's your Cracks What's a' the News in Town? 

They tell me ye was in the ither Day, 

And ſald your Crummock, and her baſiend Quey. 

I'll warrant ye've coft a Pund of Cut and dry; 

Lug out your Box, and gie's a Pipe to try. 


ä 


__-— = 


I've gather'd News, will kittle your Mind with Joy, 
Jcau' dna reſt till I came o'er the Burn, 

To tell ye Things have taken fic a Turn, 

Will gar our vile Opprettors ſtend like Favs, 

And skulk in Hidlings on the Herher Bracs. 
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$1415, With a' my Heart Hand tent me now, auld Boy. 


Glavd Ey blaw !--Ah Symmic! ratling Chiels ne'er land 


To cleck and ſpread the groſſoſt Lies aff-hand, 
Wallk ſoon flies round like Will-Hre far and near: 
Bur looſe your Poke be't true or fauſe, let's hear. 
Symon. Sceing's believing, G/aud, and I have ſeen 
Hab, tnat abroad has with our Majer been, 


Our 
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Our brave good Maſer, wha right wiſely fled, 
And left a fair Eſtate to fave his Head, 
Becauſe, ye ken fou well, he bravely choſe 
To ſhine, or ſet in Glory with Montre. 
Now Cromwel['s gane to Nick; and ane ca'd Monk, 
Has plaid the Rump/e a right flee Begunk ; 
Reſtcr'd King Charles, and ilka Thing's in Tune ; 
And Hally fays, we'll ſee Sir Fl:am ſoon. 
Glaud, That makes me blyth indeed—but dinna flaw, 


Tell o'er your News again ! and {wear tit a'. 
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And ſaw ye Has and what did Haibert ſay? 
They have been e'en a dreary Time away. 
Now God be thanked that our Laird's come hame, 
And his Eſtate, ſay, can he eithly claim ? 
non. They that Hag-rid us till our Guts did "= 


2 Like greedy Bairs, dare nae mair do't again, 
And good Sir Nilliam fall enjoy his ane, 


SANG VII. Ture, Cald kale in Aberdeen, 


Cauld be the Rebels Caf, 
Oppreſſors baſt and bloody, 

1 haze aue fee them at the laſt 
Strung a' up in 4 I oodr. 

Bft be he of Worth and Senſe, 
And ever high his Station, 

That braveh flanas in the Defence 
Of Conſcience, King, and Nation, 


(Glaud, And may he lang, for never did he ſtent 
Us in our Thriving with a racket Rent; 


Nor grumbled if ane grew rich, or ſhor'd to raiſe 


Our Mailens, when we pat on Sunday's Claiths. 

S mon. Nor wad he lang, with ſenielefs ſaucy Air, 
Allow our lyart Noddles to be bare. 
Put on your Bonnerps Symon—tak a Seat — 
* How's at Hame?--How's E/pa*-- How does Rate? 
„ How ſells black Cattle ?--Whart gies Woo this Year ?-+ 
And fic like kindly Queſtions wad he ſpear, 


SANG VIII. Tune, Mucking of Geord)'s Byer. 


The Laird oha in Riches and Honour 
Bad thrive, uli be kindly and free, 
oo 
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Nor rack the poor Tenants who labour 


To riſe aboon Poverty : 
Elſe, liks the Pack-hor ſe that's unfother'd 
And burthen'd, will tumble down faint ; 
Thus Virtue by Hardſhip is ſmother'd, 
And Rackers aft tine their Rent. 


| Glaud. Then wad he gar his Butler bring bedeen 
The nappy Bottle ben, and Glaſſes clean, 
Whilk in our breaſt rais'd fic a blythſome Flame, 
As gar'd me mony a Time gae dancing Hame. 
My Heart's e'en rais'd !-—Dear Nibour, will ye ſtay, 
And tak your Dinner here with me the Day. 
We'll fend for E//:th too--and upo' Sight, 
Vil whiſtle Pate and Roger frac the Height. 
Fil yoke my Sled, and fend to the neiſt Town, 
And bring a Draught of Ale baith ſtout and brown, 
And gar our Cortars a', Man, Wife and Wean, 
Drink till they tine the Gate ro ſtand rheir lane. 

Sz men. I wadna baulk my Friend his blyth Deſign, 

Gif that it hadna firit of a- been mine: 
For here- veſtreen I brew'd a Bow of Maur, 
Yeſtreen j ilew rwa Wathers prime and fat; 
A Furlet of good Cakes my La beuk, 
And a large Ham hangs reeſting in the Nook. 
I ſaw my ſell, or I came o'er the Loan, 
Our meikle Pot, that ſcads the Whey, put on, 
A Mutton Bouk to boil z—and anc we'll roatt, 
And on the Haggies E Va ſpares nae Coſt. 
Small are they ſhorn ; and ſhe can mix fou nice 
The gufty Ingans with a Curn of Spice. 
Fat are the Puddings, —Heads and Fect well ſung ; 
And we've invited Nibours auld and young, 
Jo pats this Afternoon with Glee and Game, 
And drink our Aafter's Health and Welcome hame. 
Ye manna then refuſe to join the reſt, 

| Sin-e ye're my nearelt Friend that I like belt. 
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Bring wi'ye all your Family, and then, | . 
Whene'er you pleale, I'll rant wi” you again. W « 
Glaud, Spoke like ye'r ſell, Auld Birky, never fear | 
| But at vour Banquet I ſhall firſt appear: 


Faith, 
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Faith, we ſhall bend the Bicker, and look bauld, 
Till we forget that we are fail'd or auld. 
Auld, faid I!-- Troth, I'm younger be a ſcore, 
With this good News, than what I was before. 
I'll dance or Een! Hey, Maage, come forth, d'ye hear? 
Enter ManGE. 
* The Man's gain gyte ! Dear Symon, welcome 
ere : 

What wad ye, G/aud, with a' this Haſte and Din? 
Je never let a Body fit to ſpin. | 

Claud. Spin? Snuff!—-Gae break your Wheel, and 

burn your Tow; 

And ſet the miekleſt Peet-ſtack in a Low: 
Syne dance about the Bane-fire till ye die, 
Since now again we'll ſoon Sir Villiam ſee. 

Madge. Blyth News indeed—And wha waſt tald you o't ? 
Z CGlaud. What's that you ?—gac get my Sunday's Coat; 
> Wale out the whiteſt of my bobit Bands, 
= My Whyt-skin Hoſe, and Mittans for my Hands; 
Ihen frae their Waſhing cry the Bairns in Haſte, 
And mak ye'rſells as trig, Head, Feet, and Waiit, 
As ye were a' to get young Lads or Een; 

For we're gawn o'er to dine with Sym bedeen. 
* C;mon, Do, honeſt Madee,—and, G/aud, I'll o'er the Galt, 
And ſee that a' be done as I wad hae'it. [ Excunt. 


SCENE IL 


PrRoLOGUE, 

The open Field—a Cottage in a Glen, 

An auld if ſpirning at the ſunny End. — 

At a ſma” Diſtance, by a b/afled Tree, 

IWith faided ums, and haff=raii'd Loon ye ges, 

BAU L D V his laue. 
Ban Ay. H A T's this I canna bear't! IIS war 
than Hell, 

To be ſac burnt with Love, yet darna tell! 
O Peggy, ſweeter than the dawning Day. 
Su eeter than gowany Glens or new-mawn [ay : 
Blyther than Lambs that Frisk out-o'er the Knows, 
Stra'ghter than aught that on the Foreſt grows! 
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Her Een the cleareſt Blob of Dew outſhines; 
The Lilly in her Breaſt its Beauty tines. 
Her Legs, her Arms, her Cheeks, her Mouth, her Een, 
Will be my Deid, that will be ſhortly ſeen ! 
For Pate loes her—waes me! and ſhe loes Pate; 
And I with Neps, by ſome unlucky Fate, 

Made a datt Vow !—O! but ane be a Beaſt, 

That makes raſh Aiths, till he's afore the Prieſt. 

I darna ſpeak my Mind, elle a' the three, 

But Doubt, wad prove ilk ane my Enemy, 

Tis fair to thole; - Fll try ſome Witchcraft Art, 
To brak with ane, and win the other's Heart. 

Here Vayy lives, a Witch, that for ſma' Price 
Can caſt her Cantraips, and give me Advice. 

She can o'ercaſt the Night, and cloud the Moon, 
And mak the Deils obedient to her Crune. 

At Midnight Hours, o'er the Kirk-yards ſhe raves, 
And howks uncriſten'd Weans out of their Graves; 
Boils up their Livers in a Warlock's Pow ; 

Rins witherſhins about the Humlock Low; 

And feven Times does her Prayers backward pray, 


Till Pitcact comes with Lumps of Lapland Clay, 9 
Mixt with the Venom of black Taids and Snakes. T 
OF this unſonſy Pictures aft the makes 4 
OF ony ane fie hates ;—and gars expire = C 
With flaw and racking Pains atore a Fire, 3 
Stuck fou of Prines; the dev'liſh Pictures melt, = 7 
The Pain by Fowk they repreſentis felt. = 
And vonder's Mauſe : Ay, ay, the kens fou well, 11 
When ane like me comes rinning to the Dell. 5 
She and her Cat fit beeking in her Yard, = þ 
To ſpeak my Errand, faith, amaiſt Pm fear'd: 15 
Bit I maun do't, tho' I ſhou'd never thrive ; 8 | 
+ boy gallop faſt, that Deels and Laſſes drive. I Exit. 0 
| SCENE III. : : 
PrRoLoGuUsr, v 
A green Kail-Tard, a little Fount, s V 
Il gere JT ater foplin ſprings, 14 
Tiers fits @ Ve zuith wrinkled Front, * 
Aud y:t h ins and fps, * 


SANG 
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SANG IX. Tune, Carle, an the King come, 


Maus. DEG. now the King's come, 
Peggy, . now the King's come, 
7 hou may dance, and 1 ſhall ſing, 
Peggy, ſince the King's come : 
Nae mair the Hawks halt thou milk, 
But change thy Plaiding-Coat for Silk, 
And be a Lady of that Iik, 


Naw, Peggy, fince the King's come. 
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| Enter BAUIL Dy 


Bauldy. How does auld honeſt Lucky of the Glen? 
Ye look baith hale and rath at Threeſcore Ten. 

Mauſe. E'en twining out a Thread with little Din, 
And beeking my cauld Limbs afore the Sun. 
What brings my Bairn this Gait fac air at Morn ? 
Is there nae Muck to lead,—to threſh, nae Corn ? 
> Bauldy. Enough of baith—Bur ſomething that requires 
& Your helping Hand, employs now all my Cares. 
* _Marſe. My helping Hand, alake ! what can I do, 
That underneith beith Eild and Poortith how ? 
Baulady. Ay, but you're wiſe, and wiler far than we, 
Or maiſt Part of the Pariſh tells a Lie. 
Mauſe. Of what kind Wiſdom think ye I'm poſſeſt, 
That lifts my Character aboon the reſt? 

Baulay. Well vers'd in Herbs and Seaſons of the Moon 

Ly $kilfu* Charms it's kend what ye have done. 
* Mavje. What Fowk ſay of me, Bauldy, let me hear; 
Keep naithing up, ye naithing have to fear. 
> Bauldy. Well, ſince ye bid me, I ſhall tell you a” 
> Thar ilk ane talks about you, bot a flaw. 
hen laſt the Wind made Glan a rooileſs Barn, 
hen laſt the Burn bore down my Mither's Yarn, 
When Brawny EIF-ſhot never mair came hame; 
When 77 kirn'd and there nae Butter came; 
When 5 Freetrck's chuffy- cheeked Wean 
To a Fairy turn'd, and cou'dna ttand its lane; 
When H tie wander'd ac Night thro' the Shaw, 
And tint himſelf amaiſt amany tlie Snaw; 
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When Mungs's Mear ſtood fill, and ſwat with Fright, Th 


When he brought Eaſt the Howdy under Night. WI 
When Bare thor to dead upon the Green, He 
And Sara tint a Snood was nae mair ſeen; 2 Bo) 
You, Lucky, gat the Wyte of a' fell out, Z To 
And ilka ane here dreads ye round about; Ib 
And ſae they may that mean to do ye Skaith; he 
For me to wrang ye, I'Il be * laich; Of 
But when I neiſt make Grots. I'll ſtrive to pleaſe Na 
You with a Furlet of them mixt with Peaſe. Aru 


Mauſe. I thank ye, Lad nov tell me your Demand, 
And, if I can, I'll lend my helping Hand. ] 
Baulay. Then—1I like Peggy—Neps is fond of me— } 
Pege likes Pate —and Pat::'s bauld and flee, 4 
And looes ſweet Meg - But Neps I downa fee— 
Cou'd ye turn Patie's Love to Nes, and then 
Pe:23's to me, — I'd be the happieſt Man. 
Mauſe. I'll try my Art to gar the Bowls row right, 


| Sae gang your Ways, and come again ar Night ; | 
Gainſt that Time I'll tome ſimple Things prepare, 
Worth all your Peaſe and Grors : take ye nae Care. 


Baulay. Well, Mauſe, I'll come, gif I the Road can find; 
Bur if ye raiſe the Deel, he'll raiſe the Wind; c 
Syne Rain and Thunder, may be, when 'tis late, 


Will make the Night ſae mirk, I'Il tine the Gait. 5 8 
We're a' to rant in Symmre's at a Feaſt, WT 
O will ye come like Badrans for a Jeſt {> II 
And there ye can our different Haviours ſpy; 1 H 
| There's nane ſhall ken o't there but you and J. J 
Mae. Tis like I may—bur let na on what's paſt 1 T 
1 *T ween you and me, elſe fear a kirtle Caſt, 1 
. Bauldy. If I aught of your Secrets &er advance, + q 
May ye ride on me itka Night to France, [ Exit Bauldy. { & 
4 Vauſe. | her lan] This Fool imagines, as do mony tic, 1. 
| That I'm a Witch in compact with A44 Nick, 6 
Becauſe by Education I was taught a A 
| To ſpeak and att aboon their common Thought. 11 
Their grols Miſtake ſhall quikly now appear, 14 
i Soon thall they ken what brought, what keeps me here. 4 
' Now ſinge the Royal Charles, and Right's reſtor'd, 1 
1 A Suepherdeſs is Daughter to a Lord. 2 


The bonny Foundling that's brought up by Glaud, 
Wha has an Uncle's Care on her beſtow'd, 
Her Infant Life I ſav'd, when a falſe Friend 
Z Bow'd to th U/arper, and her Death deſign'd 
Io eſtabliſh him and his in all theſe Plains 
That by right Heritage to her pertains. 
2 She's now in her ſweet Bloom, has Blood and Charms, 
Of too much Value for a Shepherd's Arms. 
2 Nane kens't but me;—and if the Morn were come, 
I'll tell them Tales will gar them all ſing dumb. 


SCENE IV. 


PRoloGvVvr. 


Behind a Tree, un the Plain, 
Pate and bis Peggy meet, 

In Lowe without a vicious Stain, 

The barny Laſs and cheartu' Swain 


Change Lens and Kiſſes faveet. 
PATIE and PEGGY. 


J And Reger hes away with Jenny . ; 
car or ſee, 


Peggy. The ſcented Meadows, Birds, and healthy Breeze, 
lor aught I ken, may mair than Peggy pleaſe. 
> Patir. Ye wrang me fair, to doubt wy being kind; 
2 In Ipeaking ſae, ye ca" me dull and blind. | 
= Gif I could fancy aught's ſac ſweet or fair 
g As my ſweet Meg, or worthy of my Care. 
2 Thy Breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt Brier, 
Thy Check and Breaft the fineſt Flow'rs appear. 
I'y Words excel the maiſt deligktfu' Notes, 
That warble through the Merle or Mavis' SHOOT. 1 
ILF 


— — ——  — 
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With thee I tent nae Flowers that busk the Field, 
Or ripeſt Berries that our Mountains yield, 

The ſweeteſt Fruits, that hing upon the Tree, 
Are far inferior to a Kits of thee. Y 

Pg. But Patrick for ſome wicked End may fleech, J. 
And Lambs ſhould tremble when the Foxes preach. © 
I darna ftay,—ye Joker, ler me gang, 

Or {wear yell never tempt to do me Wrang. | 

Patic. Sooner a Mother thall her Fondnets drap, 375 
And wrang the Bairn firs ſmiling on her Lap. k 
The Sun thall change, the Moon to change thall ceaſe ; hr 
The Gaits to clim—the Sheep to yield the Fleece, | 
Ere ought by me be either ſaid or doon, 

Shall do thee Wrang, I ſwear by all aboon. 51 
Pegęy. Then keep your Aith- But mony Lads will ſwear, 

And be manſworn to twa in Half a Year: . 

Now I believe ye like me wonder weel ; 

But if anither Laſs your Heart ſhou'd ſteel, 

Your 1g, forſaken, bootleſs might relate 

How ſhe was dauted anes by faithleſs Pate. 

Patie. I'm ſure I canna change, ye needna fear, 
Tho' we're but young I loo'd you mony a Year. 
I mind it well, when thou cou'dſt hardly gang, F 
Or liip out Words, I choos'd ye frae the Thrang L Þa 
Of a' the Bairns, and led thee by the Hand is 
Aft to the Tanſy-Know or raſhy Strand; 7. 
Thou fmiling by my Side —I took Delight 
To pou the Raſhes green, with Roots fac white, 
Of which, as well as my young Fancy cou'd, 
For thee I plet the flow'ry Belt and Snood. = 

Peggy. When firſt thou gade with Shepherds to the Hill, I G. 
And I to milk the Ews firſt try'd my Skill, 5 
To bear a Leglen was nae Toil to me, 
When at the Bught at Ev'n I met with thee. 


/ 
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SANG X. 


in-, Winter was cauld, and my Cleathing was thin. 
| PEGGY. 
en f ft my dear Ladiie gade to the Green- Hill, 
RL: | at Ew g ferll ſcyd my young Skill, 
Lo bear the Mist. bot , no Pain was to me, 
ben I at the Boughting for gather'd with thee. 
PAT1E. 
en Corn-riogs <vaw'd yellow, and blew Hether-bells 
loom d Bonny on +:oorland and ſweet rifing Feils, 
"War Hirns. Brier, or Breckens, gave Trouble to me, 
fund the Berries right ripen'd for thee. 
, PEGGY. 
en thou ran, or wreſfiled, er putted the Stane, 
Ard came aff the Victor, my Heart was ay fain ; 
7% ia Sport manly gave Pleaſure tos me ; 
For nane can putt, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee. 
5 PAT. 
ur Jenny fag: faftiy the Cowdon Broom-knows, 
An Rolic a, e ,t che Milking the Ews ; 


7s jexv Jenny Nettles ike N anſy can ſing, 
At Throw the Wood Laddie, Beſs gars our Lugs ring: 


4 Put when my dear Peggy flags, with better Sill. 
J, Boatman Tweed-lide, or the Laſs of the Mill, 
[7 "Ts mony times ſaveeter and pieafing fo Me; 

Fr the) they fing nicely, they cannot like thee, 

5 PRS er. 

8 Ih eaſ can Laſſis trow what they defire ? 

Fr Ad Praiſes fac kriid:y mncreaſr, ,out's Fire 33 

© Grwve mm: this Pliaſure, my Study ſhall be 

Je mate ny. if better and jeeter for thee, 


Vati. When Corns grew yellow, and the Ilether-Bells 
Bhoom'd bonny on the Moor and riſing Fells, | 
Na Birns, or Briers, or Whins e'er troubled me, 
| Gif I cou'd find blae Berries ripe for thee. 

Peggy. When thou didſt v reſtle, run, or putt the Stane, 
And wan the Day, my Heart was flightcring fain : 

| At a' theſe Sports thou ſtill gave Joy. to me; | 
For nane can wreſtle, run, or putt with thee. 


Patite, 
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Patie. Jenny ſings ſaft the Broom of Condon Knows, 


And Reojie lilts the Milking of the Eav: ; E. 
There” nane, like Nanfie, Jenny Netthes ſings: Ye 
At Turns in Maggy Lawder, Marion dings : Th 
But when my Peggy ſings with ſweeter Skill L: 


The Boatman, or the Lai of Patie's Mill; 
It is a Thouſand Times mair ſweet to me, 
Tho' they ſing well, they canna ſing like thee. 
Piggy. How eith can Laſſes trow what we deſire, 
And roosd, by them we love, blaws up that Fire: 
But wha loves belt, let Time and Carriage try; 
Be conſtant, and my Love ſhall Time defy. 
Be ſtill as now, and a' my Care ſhall be, 
How to contrive what pleaſant is for thee. 
Patie. Wert thou a giglit Gawky like the lave, 
That little better than our Nowt behave : 
At naught they'll ferly,—ſenſeleſs Tales believe, 
Be blych for filly Hechts, for Trifles grieve— 
Sic ne'er could win my Heart, that kenna how 
Eicher to keep a Prize, or yet prove true. 
But thou in better Senſe, without a Flaw, 
As in thy Beauty, far excels them a'. 
Continue kind, and a' my Care ſhall be, 
How to contrive what pleaſing is for thee. 
Peggy. Agreed ; but harken, yon'sauld Aunty's Cr; 
J ken they'll wonder what can make us ſtay. | 
Patie. And let them ferly,—now a kindly Kiſs, 
Or Fiveſcore good ances wad not be amils : 
And ſyne we'll ſing the Song with tunefu' Glee, = 
That I made up laſt Owk on you and me. 
Peggy. Sing firſt, ſyne claim your Hire 
Patie,—Well J agree. 


SANG XI. To its own Tune. Ar 
PaTI1E Lig.] P 

By the delicious N. armneſs of thy Mauth, Bu 
And roving Eye that ſmiling tells the Truth, T}, 
1 gueſs, my Laſſie, that, as well as I, | O5 


Ze're made for Love, and zuhy fon li ye deny 5 74 


Pr - 6Y. 
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PEGG M* [Ing.] 
Put ken ye, Lad, gif we confe/s oer ſoon, 
Ye think-us cheap, and fine the Woorng's dne: 
The Maiden that der quickly tynes ber Pour, 
Like unripe Fruit will taſte but hard and fowr. 
PAT II DIe 
But gin they bing der lang upon the Tree, 
Their Sqweetne/s they may tine, and ſae may ye. 
Red-cheeked ye compleatly rip: appear, 
And Ihawe thibd and woo'd a lang Half-year. 
Pec6Y [| ſings, falling into Patie's Arms. } 
Then dinna pow me, gently thus Ia 
Into my Patie*'s Arms for good and a. 
But flint your Wijhes to this kind Embrace, 
And mint nae farther, till we'we got the Grace, 
Pari [with his left Hand about her Waiſt. ] 
O charming Armfu', hence, je Cares, away; 
. tm Treaſure a' the live-lang Day, 
= 4 Night PU dream my Kies o'er again, 
ui that Day come that yell be a' my ain, 
Sung by both 
Sur, gallop down the weſti/in Skies, 
Gang ſcon to Bed, and quickly riſe; 
O /aſh your Steeds, poſt Time away, 
1 And haſjie abeut our Bridal-Day ; 
? And, if you're weary'd, honeſt Light, 
Sleep, gin ye lite, a Week that Night. 
[Let down the Curtain, and let them kiſs. 


— 


Ker HE deen. 


PrRoLoOGUE: 
New turn your Eyes beyond yon ſpreading Lyme, 
And tent a Man whoſe Beard ſeems bleee hd with Time; 
An Elwan fills his Hand, his Habit mean, 1 
Nae Doubt yell think he bas a Pedlar been: | | 
But wwhijht, it is the Knight in Maſquerade, 
That comes hid in this Cloud to ſee his Lad, 
O&/erve how fleas'd the loyal Cuff rer moves 
I brow his auld Ay news, ans delight fu' Grove, 


U 


Sr 
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Sir WILLIAM yt. 


HE Gentleman thus hid in low Diſguiſe, 
I'll for a Space, unknown, delight mine Eyes 
With a full View of ev'ry fertile Plain, 
Which once I loſt, - which now are mine again. 
Yer, midſt my Joys, ſome Proſpects Pain renew 
Whilſt I my once fair Seat in Ruins view. 
Yonder, ah me! it deſolately ſtands, 
Without a Roof, the Gates faln from their Bands; 
The Calzments all broke down, no Chimney left, 
The naked Walls of Tap'ſtry all bereft. 
My Stables and Pavilions, broken Walls! 
That with each rainy Blaſt decaying falls : 
My Gardens once adorn'd the moſt compleat 
1 With all that Nature, all that Art makes ſweet; 
Where round the figur'd Green and Peeble Walks 
f The dewy Flow'rs hung nodding on their stalks: 
| But overgrown with Nettles, Docks and Brier, 
No Taccacinths or Fg/antines ee 
i 


* 


f How fail'd and broke's the riſing ample Shade, 

x Where Peach and Ne#*rine Trees their Branches ſpred, 
. Basking in Rays, and early did produſe 

5 Fruit tair to View, delightful in the Uſe; 


All round in Gaps, the Walls in Ruin lie, | 
And from what ſtands the wither'd Branches fly, 
Thelie ſoon ſhall be repair'd ; —and now my Joy 
Forbids all Grief, —when I'm to ſee my BOY, 
| My only Prop, and Object of my Care, 
| Since Heav'n too ſoon call'd hoe his Mother fair: 
4 Him, cre the Rays of Reaſon clear'd his Thought, 
| 
| 


IT ſecretly to faithful Sm brought, 

And charg'd him ftrictly to conceal his Birth, 

Till we thou'd ſee what changing Times brought forth, 
Hid from lumſelt, he ſtarts up by the Dawn, 

And ranges carelels o'er the Height and Lawn, 

After his fleecy Charge, ſerene'y gay, 

Witu other Stepherds whiſtling o'er the Day. 

Thrice happy Lite! that's from Ambition free, 
Remoy'd from Crowns and Courts, how cheerfully 


A calm 


* 
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A calm, contented Mortal, ſpends his Time 
In hearty Health, his Soul unſtain'd with Crime. 


SANG XII. Tune, Happy Clown. 


Hid from himſelf, new by the Dawn 

He flarts as freſh as Roſes bla on, 

And ranges o'er the Heights and Lawn, 
After his bleeting Flocks. 


Healthful, and innocently gay, 

He chants and <whiſlles out the Day; 

Untaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like Courtly Weathercocks. 


Life happy from Ambition free, 

E- iy and vile Hypocrifte, 

When Truth and Love awith Foy agree, 
Un/ully'd with a Crime: 

Unmov'd with what diflurbs the Great, 

In propping up their Pride and State, 

He lives, and unafraid of Fate, 
Contented ſpends his Time. 


Now tow'rds good Symon's Houſe I'll bend my Way, 
And ſee what makes yon Gamboling to Day, 
All on the Green, in a fair wanton Ring, 
My youthful Tenants gaylie dance and ſing. 
[ Exit Sir William. 
SCENE II. 


PROLOGUE. 
is Symon's Houſe, pleaſe ts flep in, 
And wiſffy't round and round, 
There's nought ſuper fluous to give Paix, 
Or coſily to be found. 
It all is clean: A clear Peat Ingle 
Glances amidſ! the Floor; 
The Green Horn Spoons, Beech Luggies mingle 
On Stel foregainſt the Door. 
IWhile the young Brood ſport on the Green 
The auld anes think it beſt 
Vith the brown Cow to clear their Een, 
onuff, crack, and take their Reſt, | 
D 2 SY MON, 
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But git the Laſſie marry to my Mind, 


_ Ten Lambs, at ſpaining * Time, as lang's I live, 


That our Denial diſna 1 ight his Bairn. 


3 
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= Do 
SYMON, GLAUD, 2% ELSPA. &, 


Claud. W E anes were young our ſells—T like to ee . 
The Bairns bob round with other merry lie. 

Troth, Symen, Patie grows a ſtrapan Lad, 

And better Looks than his I never bade. 


Amang our Lads he bears the Gree awa', : 1 
And tels his Tale the (lev'reſt of them a“. f I. 

F/ a. Poor Man !—he's a great Comfort to us baith ;Þ 1 f | 
God mak him good, and hide him ay frac Skaith, K 
Ho is a PFair'n, Pl ſay, well worth our Care, 


Thar gae us ne'er Vexation late or air, C N 
G.aud. I trow, Goodwife, if I be not miſtane, 3 

He wems to be with Prggy's Beauty tane, |: I 

And troth, my Niece is a right dainty Wean, 3 1; 

As ye well ken; a bonnyer needna be, I 

Nor better,. —be't the were nae kin to me. 1 
Symon. Ha, Glaud! I dnubt that ne'er will be a Match, 

My Pat/e's wild, and will be ill to catch; 

And or he were, for Reaſons I'll no tell. 

I'd rather be mixt with the Mools my fell. 

Glaud. What Reaſon can yehave? there's nane I'm ſure, 

Unlets y: may caſt up that ſhe's but poor: 
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I'll be to her as my ane Jem kind; 
Fourlcore of Breeding Ews of my ane Birn, 
Five Ky that at ae Milking fill a Kirn, 

I'll gie to Peggy that Day ſhe's a Bride; 

By and attour, if my good Luck abide, 


And twa Quey awfs PII yearly to them give. 
Elia. Ye offer fair. kind G/aud, but dinna ſpeer 
What may be is not fit ye yet ſhould hear. 4 
Symon. Or this Day Ei 6 Days likely he ſhall learn, Þ 


3 wel. > © td 39 


Glaud. Well, nae mair ot come gi's the other Bend, 
We'll drink their Healths, whatever w: ay it end. 
[Their Healths gae round. 
S nen. But will ye tell me, Glaud,—by ſome 'tis laid, 
Your Nicce is but a Fundling, that was laid, 
Down 
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Down at your Hallon Side, ae Morn in May, 1 

Right clean row'd up, and bedded on dry Hay. | 

Claud. That clatteran Madge, my Titty, tells fic Flaws, 
eZ \hene'er our Meg her cankart Humour gaws. 


Enter JENNY. 

Jenny. O Father, there's an auld Man on the Green, 
The felleſt Fortune-teller e' er was ſeen : 
He tents our Loofs, and ſyne whops out a Book, | 
Turns owre the Leaves, and gies our Brows a Look: | 
3 $Sy:e tells the oddeſt Tales that e'er ye heard. | 

Illis Head is gray, and lang and gray his Beard. 

3 Symen. Ca bring him in, we'll hear what he can ſay; 
Nane ſhall gang hungry by my Houſe to Day. 
8 [Exit Jenny. 
But for his telling Fortunes, troth, I fear, | 
He kens nae mair of that than my gray Mare. 

Claud. Spae- men! the Truth of a' their Saws I doubt, 
Lor arcater Liars never ran therequt. | Returns Jenny. 
bringing Sir William: cite Patie. 
Symon. Ve're welcome, honeſt Carle here, take a Scat. 
Sir Mill. I give you Thanks, Goodman, Iſe no he blare. 
Claud. | drinks] Come, Oye, Friend = How far cam 

ye the Day ? 
Sir 1771. I pledge ye, Nibour—e'en but little Way: 
| Rouſted with Eild, a wie Piece Gare ſeems lang, 
| Twa Miles or Three's the maiſt that I dow gang. 
| S;mm. Ye're welcome here to ſtay a' Night with me, 
And take ſic Bed and Board as we can gi'e. 
Siri. That's kind, unſought: well, gin ye havea Bairn 
That ye like well, and wad his Fortune learn, 
T ihall employ the fartheſt of my Skill 
To ſpae ir faithfully, be't good or ill. 
| Symon, | pointing to Patie] Only that Lad—alack! 1 
ave nae mae, 

Eicher to make me joyful now or wae. 

dir /i. Young Man, let's fee your Hand—what gars 
ye ſneer? 
| Patie. Becauſe your Skiil's but little worth, TI fear. 
Sir Vill. Ye cut before the Point But, Billy, Lyde, 
III wager there's a Mouſe-Mark on your Side. 
| 9 3 ” Ele. 
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Elſe. Beteech-us-to! and well I wat that's true; 
Awa, awa, the Deel's owre grit wi' you. 
Four Inch ancath his Oxter is the Mark, 
Scarce ever teen ſince he firſt wore a Sark. 
Sir 447. Fl cell ye mair, it this young Lad be _ 
But a ſhort while, he'll be a braw rich Laird. 
Elſa. ALaird! Hear ye, Goodman? what think ye now: 


S mor. I dinna ken ! Strange auld Man, what art thou?! | 


Fair fa your Heart, 'tis good to bode af Wealth, 
Come, turn the Timmer to Land Patie's Health. 


[ Patie's Health gaes round. | 


Patie. A Laird of twa good Whiltles, and a Kent, 
T wa Curs my truſty Te -nanrs on the Bent, 
Is all my great Eſtate—and like to be 
Sae, cunning Carle, ne'er break edu Folios on me. 


Symon, W tithe, Patie, let the Man look owre your Hand 


Alt-times as broken a Ship has come to Land. 
[Sir William lee a little at Parie's Hand 


then counterfeit; falling into a France, | 


while 459 endeavour to lay him * 

E.. Preſerve's— the Man's a Warlock, or pol! leſt 
Wich ſome nae good, or Second - Sight at leaſt. 
Where is he now? — 

(i. aud. — He's ſeeing a' that's done 
In ilka Place, beneath or yont the Moon. 

Ela. Theſk ſecond- ſighted Fowks, his Peace be here! 
See Things far aff, and Things to come, as clear 
As I can ſee my Thur b—wow ! can he tell 
{Speer at him ſnon as he comes to himſel) 


How ſoon we'll fee Sir William? Whithr, he heaves, 3 


And ſpeaks our broken Words like ane that raves. 


Fonts, He bon = ag better, Ea, haſte ye, gae 


And fill him up a Taſs of Ufuetae. 


Sir Will. [arts up and ſpeads.] 


A Ae t that for a LION fought 
Againlt a Herd of Bears, 
« Was to lang Toil and T rouble brougbt, 
„In lich ſome Thoulands ſhares: 
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« But now again the LION raresg, 

© And Joy ſpreads o'er the Plain; 
« The LION has detcat the Bears, 

« The Knight returns again. 


« The Knight in a few Days ſhall bring 
A Shepherd trac the Fauld 

& And ſhall preſent him to the King, 
„A Subject true and bauld.. 

« He Maſter Patrick ſhall be cali'd— 
All you that hear me now, 

« May well believe what I have tald, 
For it ſhall happen true. 


Symon. Friend, may your Spacing happen ſoon and weel; 
But, Faith, I'm redd you've bargain'd with the Deel, 
To tell Come Tales that Fowks wad ſecret keep: 

Or do you get them tald you in your Sleep? 
Sir Will. Howc'er I get them, never faſh your Beard 
Nor come [I to redd for Fortunes for Reward: 

But I'll lay Ten to Ane with ony here, 

That all I propheſy will ſoon appear. 

Symon. You propheſying Fowks are odd kind Men! 

They're here that ken, and here that diſna ken 
The wimpled Meaning of your unco Tale, 

Whilk ſoon will make a Noiſe o'er Moor and Dale. 

Claud. Tis nae ſma' Sport to hear how Sym believes, 

And raky't for Goſpel what the Spae-Man gives 


» 


Of tlawing Fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate: 


Bur what we wiſh we trow at ony Rate. 
Sir Vi. Whiſht! doubtfu' Carl, for ere the Sun 
Has driven twice down to the Sea, 
What I have ſaid, ye ſhall ſee done 
In Part, or nae mair credit me. 

Slaud. We'll, be't ſae, Friend; Ithall fay raithing mair, 
But I 'ave twa ſonſy Lafles young and fair, | 
Plamp, ripe for men: I. wil ye cou'd forſee 
die Fortunes for them might bring Joy to me. 

Sir Will. Nae mair through Secrets can I ſift, 

THI Darkneſs black the Bent, 
I have but ances a Day that Gift; 
Sie reſt a while content. 
Syran, 


32 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD: 


Symon. Ea, caſt on the Claith, fetch butt ſome Meat, 


And of your beſt gar this auld Stranger ear. 
Sir 7. Delay a while your hoſpitable Care, 
I'd rather enjoy this Ev'ning calm and fair 
Around yon ruin'd Tower to fetch a Walk, 
With you, kind Friend, to have ſome private Talk. 


Symon. Soon as you pleaſe I'll anſwer your Defire— | 


And, Glaud, you'll tak your Pipe beſide the Fire; 
We'll but gae round the Place, and foon be back, 
Syne ſup together, and tak our Pint, and crack. 


(aud, Il out a Space, and fee the young anes play, 4 


My Heart's ſtill light, abeit my Locks be gray. 


S CE N:4 al, 


PRoLOGUE. 


Jenny pretends an Errand hame, 
Yung Roger arab the ref?, 
To whiſper out his melting Fame, 
And thaw his Laſſie's Breaſt. 
Pehind a Buſh, well hid frae Sight, they meet: 
See Jenny's laughing, Roger's like to greet. 
Pear Shepherd ! 


ROGER and JENNY. 


Roger. EAR Jenny, I wad ſpeak t'ye, wad ye let, 
Am yet I ergh ye're ay ſae ſcornfu' ſet. 
Jenny. And what wad Roger ſay, if he cou'd ſpeak ? 
And I oblig'd to gueſs what yer to ſeek ? 
Roger Yes, ye may gueſs right eith for what I grein, 
Baith by my Service, Sighs, and langing Een: 
And I maun out wi't, the I risk your Scorn. 
Yc're never frae my Thoughts baith Ev'n and Morn. 
Ah! cowd I loo ye leſs, I'd happy be, 
But happier far, cou'd ye but fancy me. 
Jenny. And wha kens, honeſt Lad, but that I may ? 
Ye canna fay, that e'er I faid ye Nay. | 
Roger. Nlake ! my frighted Heart begins to fail 


* * > 2 » 
Whenz'er I mint to tell ye out my Tale, 
For 


[ Exeunt. I 
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For fear ſome tighter Lad mair rich than J, 

Has win your Love, and near your Heart may lis. 
Fenny. I loo my Father, Cuſin Meg I love; 

But, to this Day, nae Man my Heart could moye. 

Except my Kin, ilk Lad's alyke to me; 

And frae ye a' I beſt had keep me free. 

Feger. How lang, dear Fenny ?—lay na that again; 

What Pleaſure can ye tak in giving Pain? 

= I'm glad however that ye yet ſtand free; 

* Wha kens but ye may rew, and pity me? 

3 Tenny. Ye have my Pity elle, to lee you ſet 

On that whilk makes our Sweetneſs ſoon foryet : 


Wow! but we're bony, good, and ev'ry thing! 


2 How ſweet we breath, wheneler we kiſs or ſing! 
But we're vac ſooner Fools to give Conſent, * 
2 Than we our Daffin, and tint Pow'r repent : 


u hen priſon'd in four Waws a Wife right tame, 


2 Altho' the firſt the greateſt Drudge at Hame. 
Feger. That only happens, when for ſake of Gear 
Ane wales a Wife, as he wad buy a Mare: 
Or when dull Parents Bairns together bind. 
Of diff rent Tempers, that can neer prove kind. 
But Love, true downright Love, engages me 
(ITho' thou ſhould ſcorn) ſtill te delight in thee. 
* Fenny, What ſugar'd Words frae Wooers Lips can fa“! 
ut girning Marriage comes and ends them a”. 
I've ſeen with ſhining fair the Morning riſe, 
And ſoon the ſleety Clouds mirk a' the Skies: 
I've ſeen the Silver Spring a while rin clear, 
And ſoon in moſſy Puddles diſappear. 
Ihe Bridegroom may rejoyce, the Bride may ſmile; 
But ſoon Contentions a' their Joys beguile. 
Roger, I've ſeen the Morning rite with faireſt Light, 
The Day unclouded ſick in calmeſt Night. 
| I've ſeen the Spring rin wimpling throw the Plain, 
| Increaſe, and join the Ocean, without Stain. 
| The Bridegroom may be blyth, the Bride may ſmile ; 
Rejoyce throw Life, and all your Fears beguile. 


SANG 
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SANG XIII. Tune, Leith-Wynd. 


Jaxxy. 
Frere I affur'd you'll conflant prove, 


You ſhould nac mair complain; 
The eajy Maid, bejet with Love, 
Feat Wards will quickly oain; 
Fer I muſt own noxv fince you're free, 
This too-fond Heart of mine 
Has lang, a Black-fole true to thee, 
Iifh'd to be fair'd with thine, 


Ro GER. 


Ti hatfy now, ah! let my Head 
Den thy Breaſt recline ! 

f The Pleaſure (irikes me near-hand dead! £ 

k I Jenny then ſar hind? L 
; O /et me briſi thee to my Heart! 3 

L | And round my Arm. entwine: 3 

[ Del:tful Thought, we'll never part! 

Come, preſs thy Mouth to mine. 


Jenny. Were I but ſure ye lang wou'd Love maintain, 
The feweſt Words my eaſy Heart could gain: 
M For, I man own ſince now at laſt youre free, 

| Altho' I jok'd, I lov'd your Company; 
And ever had a Warmneſs in my Breaſt, 
That made ye dearer to me than the reſt. 
Roger, I'm happy now ! ver happy! had my Head !- 


This Guſh of Pleaſure's like to be my Deid. N 
Come to my Arms! or ſtrike me! I'm all fyrd (; 
With wond'ring Love! let's kiſs till we be tyr'd. * 
Kiſs, kiſs! we'll kiſs the Sun and Starns away, I! 
And ferly at the quick Return of Day! \ 
O Jim let my Arms about thee twine, = 
| And brifs thy bonny Breaſts and Lips to mine. I 


1 [Ney embrace. 17 
Jenny. With equal Joy my ſafter Heart does yield, y 
To own thy well-try'd Love has won the Field. | 
Now by theſe warmeſt Kiſſes thou has tane, ! 
Swear thus to loye me, when by Vows made ane. 

Roger, 
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Roger. I ſwear by Fifty Thouſand yet to come, 
r may the firſt ane ſtrike me deaf and dumb; 
here ſhall not be a kindlier dawred Wife, 
you agree with me to lead wg Life. 
Jm. Well, I agree—neiſt to my Parent gae, 
Tet his Conſent, —helll hardly ſay ye Nae. 
e have what will commend ye to him well; 
Auld Fowks like them that want na Milk and Meal. 


| SANG XIV. Tune, O'er Bogie. 


Well, I agree, ye're ſure of me; 
Next to my Father gae : 

i Make him content to give Conſent, 

y Heli hardly jay you Nat: 

For ye have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you weel, 

Since Parents auld think Love grows cauld 
Where Bairns «want Milk and Meal. 


Should he deny, I care na by, 
Hed contrauict in vain. 

Tho! a' my Kin had ſaid and fworn, 

| But thee I vill have naue. 

1 Ther never range, nor learn to change, 

| Like thoſe in high Degree: 

And if you prove 2 in Love, 
Yeu'll find nae Fault in me. 


Roger, My Faulds contain twice fifteen forrow Nowt, 
As n.ony Newcal in my Byers rowt: 
ie Pack of Wool can at Lammaſs ſell, 
| Shorn frae my bob=rail'd Bleeters on the Fell. 
Good Twenty Pair of Blankers for our Bed. 
With meikle Care, my thrifry Mither made. 
Ik Thing, that makes a hartſome Houle and tight, 
Was ſtill her Care, my Father's great Delight. 
| They lett me all, which now gres Joy to me, 
Becauſe I can give a', my Dear, to thee, 
An had I fifty times as meikle mair, 
Nane gut my Jenny thowa the ſamen skair. 
My Love ani all is yours; now had them faſt, 
And guide them as ye like, to gar them laſt. 


nn ä _ — Oy 2. 
4 7 ” 4 
- WL. - . * -% ps 
+ n r 1 
1 6 3 0 8 EP | 
— , - BE xg „ S a TS 


Tenny, 


— 2 — 


— 1 


32 222 „„ 


p __ 


þ — * AY — 3 — r ww” 


OW K — 2 — — - K 
Fl * - 


— ——ñ . 2 2 
* 


36 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD: 


Jenny. I'll do my beſt ; but ſee wha gangs this Way 

Patie and Meg—beſides I maunna ſtay ; 
Let's ſteal frae ither now, and meet the Morn ; 
If we be ſeen, we'll dree a deal of Scorn. 

Roger. To where theSaugh-tree ſhades the Mennin Pool, 
III frae the Hill come down, when Day grows cool; 
Keep Tryſt and meet me there, there let us meet, 
To kiſs and tell our Loves; there's nought ſae ſweet. 


SCENE IV. 


PROLOGUE. 


This Scene preſents the Knight and Sim 
IWithin a Gallery of the Place, 
Where all Izoks ruinaus and grim, 
Nor has the Baron ſhown his Face: 
But joking with the Shepherd lecl, 
Aft ſpeers the Gate he lens fu awell. 


Sir WILLIAM and SY M ON. 2 
Sir Vill. O whom belongs this Houſe, ſo much 
decay'd ? 

Symen. To ane that loſt it, lending gen'rous Aid 
To bear the Head up, when rebellious Tail 
Againſt the Laws of Nature did prevail. 

Sir William Worthy is our Maſter's Name, 
Wha fills us all with Joy, now He's come hame, 


PROLOGVU x. 
Sir William drafs his maſking beard ; 
Symon, tranſported, ſees 
The welcome Knight, with fond Regard, 
And graſps him round the Knees. | 


My Maſter !! my dear Maſter !!—do I breath! 

To ſee him healthy, ſtrong, and free frae Skaith ! 

Return'd to cheer his wiſhing Tenants Sight ! 

To bleſs his Son, my Charge, the World's Delight. 
Sir Will. Riſe, faithful Symon, in my Arms enjoy 

A Place, thy Due, kind Guardian of my Boy: | 

I came to view thy Care in this Diſguite, 


And am confirm'd thy Conduct has been wile ; 


RAC SE. So ge> 


py — = — 5 


Since 


: 
; N 


As ſcrimp of Manners as of Senſe and Grace, 


f That are within his tenth Degree of Kin: 
Kins in ilk Trader's Debt, wha's ſac unjuſt 


Unworthy bare Reflection — Symon, run 


A Parent's Fondneſs eas'ly finds Excu'e, 

Zut do not with Indulgence Truth abuſe. 

S Symon. To ſpeak his Praiſe, the langeſt Simmer Day 
Wad be owre thort—cou'd I them right diſplay. 

In Word and Deed he can ſae well behave, 
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Since ſtill the Secret thov'ſt ſecurely ſeal'd, 
And ne'er to him tis real Birth reveal'd 
Symon The due Obedience to your ſtrict Command 
Was the firſt Lock—neiſt my ain Judgment fand 
Out Reaſons plenty—ſince withour Eſtate, 
A Youth, tho ſprung frae Kings, looks baugh and blate. 
Sir Will. And aften vain and idly ſpend their Time, 
Till grown unfit for Action, paſt their Prime, 
Hang on their Friends—which gi'estheir Sauls a Caſt, 


That turns them downright Beggars at the laſt. 


Symon. Now, well I wat, Sir, ye have ſpoken 
For there's Laird Kjtie's Son, chats loo'd 4 5 
His Father ſteght his Fortune in his Wame, 
And left his Heir nought but a gentle Name: 
He gangs about ſornan frae Place to Place, 


Oppreſſing a', as Puniſhment o' their Sin, 
To his ane Fam'ly as to give him Truſt. 


Sir Vill. Such uſeleſs Branches of a Common-Wealtk 
Should be lopt off, to give a State mair Health. 


O'er all your Obſervations oa my Son ; 


That out o' Sight he runs before the lave: 
And when there's e'er a Quarrel or Conteſt, | 


| Patrick's made Judge, to tell whaſe Cauſe is beſt, 


And his Decree ſtands good—he'll gar it ſtand: 
Wha dares to grumble finds his correcting Hand. 
With a firm Look, and a commanding Way, 

He gars the proudeſt of our Herds obey. 


Sir #/i.]. Your Tale much pleaſeth my good Friend, | 
proceed : | 


What Learning has he? can he write and read? 
Symon. Baich wonder weli ; for. troth, I didna ſpare 
To gie him at the School enough of Lair ; 


And 
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And he delyts in Books—he reads and ſpeaks, 

With Fowks that ken them, Latin Words and Greet. 
Sir Ni. Where gets he Books to read, and of what Kind? 

Tho' ſome give Light, ſome blindly lead the Blind. 

Symon. Whene'er he drives our Sheep t Edenburgh Port, 

He buys ſome Books of Hiſt'ry, Sangs or Sport: N 

Nor does he want o' them a Bes at Will, 

And carries ay a pouchfu' to the Hill. 

About ane Shak/prar and a famous Bes. 

He aften ſpeaks, and ca's them beſt of Men. ; 

How ſweetly Hawthornden and Stirling ſing, >] 


if 
INN 
Ye 


And ane caw'd Cooley. loyal to his King, 

He kens fu' well, and gars the Verſes ring. 

I ſometimes thought, that he made owre great Fraſe 
About fine Poems, Hiſtories and Plays. 

When. J reprov'd him anes—a Book he brings, 
With this, quoth he, on Braes I crack with Kings. f 
Sir 71. He anſwer'd well; and much ye glad my Ear, 
l When ſuch Accounts I of my Shepherd hear: | 
Reading ſuch Books can raiſe a Peaſant's Mind 
Above a Lord's, that is not thus inclin'd. 


4 Symon. What ken we better, that ſae ſindle look, T. 
| Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ? 

i} When we a Leaf or twa haf read, haf ſpell. 

V. Till a' the reſt ſleep round as weel's our fell. 


Sir Vi. Well jeſted. S mon, - but one Queſtion more 
I'll only ask ye now, and then give o'er. 
The Youth's arriv'd the Age, when little Loves 
Flighter around young Hearts, like coning Doves; 8 
Has nae young Lafhe, with inviting Mien 
And rofie Cheek, the Wonder of the Green, 

Engag'd his Look, and caught his youthfu' Hearr ? 

| Simon. I fear'd the warſt, but kend the ſmalleſt Part; 
Till late I ſaw him twa three Times mair ſweet 
(With G/aul's fair Niece) than I thought right or meet. 
J had my Fears; but now have nought to fear, 
Since, like your tell, your Son will ſoon appear. 

A Gentleman enrich'd with all theſe Charms, 
May blefs the faireſt, beſt-born Lady's Arms. | 
Sir i. This Night muſt end his unambitious Fire, 
When higher Views ſhall greater Thoughts inſpire. 
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Go, Sym, bring him quickly here to me, 

None but yourſell ſhall our firſt Meeting ſee. 

Yonder's my Horſe and Servant nigh at Hand, 

They come juſt at the Time I gave Command: 
Straight in my own Apparel Pl go dreſs; 
Nov ye the Secret may to all confeſs. 
Symon. With how much Joy I on this Errand flee, 

There's nane can know that is not down-right me. 
' [ Exit Symon, 


| Sir William /olus. 
| = Whenc'er th'Event of Hope's Succeſs appears, 


one happy Hour cancels the Loil of Years. 
A Thoufand Toils are loſt in Letbe's Stream, 
And Cares evaniſh like a Morning Dream; 


Uhen wiſh'd-for Pleaſures riſe like Morning Light, 


i 


| . The Pain that's paſt enhances the Delight. 
Theſe Joys I feel, that Words can ill expreſs, 
I ne'er had known, without my late Diſtreſs. 


But from his ruſtick Buſineſs and Love, c 


J muſt, in haſte, my Patrict ſoon remove, 

To Courts and Camps that may his Soul improve. 
Like the rough Di' mond, as it leaves the Mine, 
Only in little Breakings ſhews its Light, 

„ Till artful Poliſhing has made it ſhine : 
© Thus Education makes the Genius bright. 


SANG Xv. Tune, Wat ye wha I met Veſtreen- 
Now from Ruflicity, and Lowe, 


Whoſe Flames but over. lowly burn, 
: My Gentle Shepherd muſt be drove, 
His Soul muft take another Turn ; 


As the rough D:\mond, from the Mine, 
In Breakings enly ſhews its Light, 

Till Poliſhing has made it ſhine : 
Thus Learning mates the Genius bright, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


PROLOGUVE. 


The Scene deſcrib'd in former Page, 
Glaud's Onjet,—Enter Maufe and Madge. 


Mauſe. U R Laird come hame, and owns young N 


Pate his Heir ! 

That's News indeed! | 
Madge. — As true as ye ſtand there. 

As they were dancing all in Szmm's Yard, 

Sr WV iliiam, like a Warlock, with a Beard 

Five Nives in Lenth, and white as driven Snaw, 

Amang us came, cry'd, Had ye merry a”. 

We ferly'd mickle at his unco Look, 

While frae his Pouch he whirl'd forth a Book. 

As we ſtood round about him on the Green, 

He view'd us a', but fix'd on Pate his Een; 

Then pawkylie pretended he cou'd ſpae, 

Yet for his Pains and Skill wad naithing hae. 
Mau/e. Then ſure the Laſſes, and ilk gaping Coof, 

Wad rin about him, and had our their Loaf. 
Maage. As faſt as Fleas skip to the Tate of Woo, 

Whilk flee Tod Lawrie hads without his Mow, 

When he to drown them, and his Hips to cool, 

In Summer Days ſlides backward in a Pool : 

In ſhort, he did for Pate braw Things foretel, 

Withour the help of Conjuring or Spell ; 

Art laſt, when well diverted, he withdrew, 

Pou'd aff his Beard to Symon, Simon knew 

His welcome Maſter ; —round his Knees he gat, 

Hang at his Coat, and ſyne for Blythneſs grat. 

Patrick was ſent or Any Lad is he! | 

Symon tald Eljpa, Eifpa tald it me. 

Ye'll heat out a' the ſecret Story ſoon ; 

And troth it's e'en right odd when a' is done, 

To think how Symon ne'er afore wad tell, 

Na, no, ſac meikle as to Pate himſell. 

Our Meg, poor thing, alake! has loſt her Jo. 
Maut. It may be ſae; wha kens, and may be no. 


. 


8 
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To lift a Love that's rooted, is great Pain: 


Even Kings have tane a Queen out of the Plain, 

And what has been before may be again. 

Z Maage. Sic Nonſenſe! Love tak Root bot Tocher-good, 

Z'Tween a Herd's Bairn, and ane of Gentle Blood 

Sic Faſhions in King Bruce's Days might be; 

But ſiccan Ferlies now we never ſee. 
5 = Mauſe. Gif Pate ſorſakes her, Bauldy ſhe may gain, 

; Yonder he comes, and vow ! but he looks faith, 

Nae Doubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain. 

Z Maage. He get her! ſlaverin Doof! it ſets him weel 
Jo yoke a Plough where Patrick thought to teil! 
2 GifT were Meg, I'd let young Maſter ſee— 
* Mauſe. Y'd be as dorty in your Choice as he; 
And 1o wad I: But whiſht! here Baulay comes. it 
1 Enter Bauldy [¶Iinging.] | 
: Jocky faid to Jenny: Jenny, wilt thou dv't ? | 
Ne'er a Fit, quoth Jenny, for my Tocher-good ; 
Fer my Tocher- good, 1 winna marry thee, 
E'en's ye like, quoth Jocky, ye may let it be. 


Madge, Weel liltit, Bauldy, that's a dainty Sang. 
Pauldy., I'II gie ye't a', 'tis better than tis lang. 
Ding, again. 
T hae Gowd and Gear, 1 hae Land enough, 
1 hae ſeven good Oæuſen ganging in a Pieugh ; 
Ganging in a Pleugh, and linkan ver the Lee, 
And gin ye winna tak me, 1 can let ye be. 


I hae a good Ha) Houſe, a Barn and à Byer, 
A Peatſtack "fore the Door, wel mak a rantin Fires 
Til mak a rantin Fire, and merry /all we be, 
Aud gin ye winna tak me, 1 can let ye be. 


. * 
— % 
# 

+ 

* 


* 


Jenny ſaid to Jocky, Gin ye wwinna tell, 
Te hall be the Lad, Pl be the Laſs myſelt ; 
Yere a bouny Lad, and Pm a Laie free : 


Te." re wwelcomer to tak me. than to et me be. 


[9 
I trow ſac, —Laſſes will come to at laſt, 
Tho! for a while they maun their Snaw- ba's caſt. 
Mauſe. Well, Bautdy, hoi gaes a?? 
. E 3 g Baullly. 


1 
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Baulay.— Faith unco right: 
I hope we'll a ſleep ſound, but ane, this Night. | 
Madge. And wha's th'unlucky ane? if we may ask. 2 


- Bauldy. To find out that, is nae difficult Task. T. 
Poor bonny Pegey, wha maun think nae mair 1 
On Pate turn'd Patrick, and Sir William's Heir. = 

1 


Now, now, good Made , and honeſt —_— ſtand be, 
While Meg's in Pumps, put in a Word for me, 
I'll be as kind as ever Pate cou'd prove; Cc 
Leſs wilfu', and ay conſtant in my Love. ; 
Madge. As Neps can witneſs, and the buſhy Thorn, I 
Where mony a Time to her your Heart was ſworn, | 
Fy, Bau ay, bluſh, aud Vows of Love regard; 8 
What other Lats will trow a manſworn Herd? 5 
The Curſe of Heaven hings ay aboon their Heads, 
That's ever guilty of fic ſinfu' Deeds. : 
I'll ne'er adviſe my Niece ſo gray a Gate, 
Nor will the be advis'd, fu' well I ware. 
Bauldy. Sae gray a Gate] manſworn! and a' tlie reſt; 
Ye leed, auld Roudes,—and in faith had beſt N 
Eat in your Words, elſe I ſhill gar you ſtand 5 
With a her Face afore the haly Band. ; 
Madge. Ye'll gar me ſtand ? ye ſheveling- gabit Brock, 
Speak that again, and trembling dread my Rock, 7 
And ten ſharp Nails, that, when my Hands are in, 
Can flyp the Skin o' ye'r Cheeks out-Oer your Chin. 
Pauldy. I tak ye Witneſs, Mauſe, ye heard her (ay, Þ 
That Pm manſworn, -I winna let it gae. p 
Maze. Ye're Witneſs too he ca'd me bony Names, 
And thow'd be ſerved as his good Breeding claims. 
Ye filthy Dog! — [ Flees to his Hair like a 
Fury—A flout Battle—Mauſe endeawours to redd them.] 
Mauſe. Let gang your Grips, fy, Madge ! howt, Baulsy,f 
leen. 
FT wailna wilh this Tullzie had been ſeen, 
*I is ſae daft-like 
[ Baully g cut of Madge's Clutches with a bleeding Noſe.) 
Maa, e. is dafter- like to thole 
An Echer-cap like him, to blaw the Coal. 
Ir ſets him well with vile un/crapic Tongue 


To ca up whc.her I be auld or young. 


nd tb err hn: bp bY By bane buyer 


They're 
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They're aulder yet than I have marry'd been, 

And, or they died, their Bairns Bairns have ſeen. 
Mauſe. That's true; and, Bauldy, ye was far to blame, 

To ca' Madge ought but her ain chriſten'd Name. 
Bauld. My Lugs, my Noſe, and Noddle find the ſame. 
Madge. Auld Roudes ! filthy Fallow, I ſhall auld ye. 
— eds no; -ye' ll e'en be Friends with honeſt 

auldy : 
Come, 3 ſhake Hands; this maun nae farder gae: 


— 


Ve maun forgi'e 'm: I ſee the Lad looks wae. 


Bauldy. In troth now, Mauſe, I hae at Madge nae Spitez 
But ſhe abuſing firſt was a" the Wyre 


Of what has happen'd, and ſhould therefore crave 


f My Pardon firſt, and ſhall Acquittance have. 


Maage. I crave your Pardon! Gallows-face, gae greet, 
And own your Faut to her that ye wad cheat. 
Gae, or be blaſted in your Health and Gear, 


=Z Till ye learn to perform as well as ſwear. 


Vow and lowp back—was &'er the like heard tell? 


7 Swith tak him Deil, he's ore lang out of Hell. 


Baulay [running off.) His Preſence be about us! Curſt 
were he, 


| Thar were condemn'd for Life to live with thee. 


[Exit. Bauldy. 
Madge [laughing] I think I hae towzled his Harigalds 


a-wee z 


> He'll no ſoon grein to tell his Love to me. 


He's but a Raſcal that wad mint to ſerve 


| A Laſſie ſae, he does but ill deſerve. 


Mauſe.Ye town'd him tightly, — I commend ye for't, 
His blooding Snout gae me nue little Sport: 
For this Forenoon he had that Scant of Grace, 
And Breeding baith, to tell me to my Face, 
He hop'd I was a Witch, and wadna ſtand 
To lend him in this Caſe my helping Hand. 

Madge A Witch!—how had ye Patience this to bear, 
And leave him Een to fee, or "ke ro hear ? 

Mauj-. Auld wither'd Hands, and feeble Joints like mine 

Obliges Fo k Rel:n:menc to decline, 
Till aft 'tis feen, when Vigour fails, then we 


With Cunning can the Lack of Pitch ſupplie; 
Thuy 
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Thus I put aff Revenge till it was dark, 
Syne bad him come, and we ſhould gang to wark; 
I'm ſure he'll keep his Tryſt; and I came here 
To ſeek your Help, that we the Fool may fear. 
Madge. And ſpecial Sport we'll hae, as I proteſt ; 
Ye'll be the Witch, and I ſhall play the Ghaiſt. 
A Linnen Sheet wound round me like ane dead. 
I'll cawk my Face, and grane and ſhake my Head. 
We'll fleg him fae, he'll mint nae mair to gang 
A conjuring to do a Laſſie wrang. 
Mauſe. Then let us go, for ſee, 'tis hard on Night, 
The weſtlin Cloud ſhines with a fetting Light. 


[ Excunt, 
SCENE II 


PrRoLOGUE. 
When Birds begin to nod upon the Dough, 
And the Green-fwaird grows damp with falling Dew, 
While good Sir William 7s to Reft reti, d, 
The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly inſpir'd, 
Walks throw the Breem with Roger ever eel, 
To meet, to cemfort Meg, and tak Farewel. 3 
Roger. OW! hy cadgie, and my Heart lowps Þ 
lighr ! £4 
O Maiſter Patrick, . wd Thoughts were right: 
Sure Gentle-fowk are farther ſeen than we, 
That naithing hae to brag of Pedigree. 
My Jenny now, wha brak my Heart this Morn, 
Is perfect yielding, ſweet, and nae mair ſcorn. 
I ſpak my Mind, ſhe heard, I ſpak again, 
She ſmil't—I kits'\d— I woo'd, nor woo'l in vain. 
Patic. Pm glad to hear't—But O my change this Day 
Fleaves up my Joy, and yet I'm fomerimes wae. 
I've found a 3 gently kind as brave, 
And an Eſtate that lifts me boon tlie lave. 
With Looks all Kindneſs, Words that Love confeſt, 
Ile all the Father to my Soul expreſt. 
While cloſe he held me to his manly Breaſt, 
Such were the Eyes, he ſaid, thus ſmil'd the Mouth 
Of thy lov'd Mother, Bleſſing o' my Vouth! 
Wa ter too Con! And while he Pralſe beſtow'd 
Ado wn his gracefu' Cheeks a I urrcat How'd, 
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My new-born Joys, and this his tender Tale, | 
Did, min „oer a' my Thoughts prevail; 

That ſpeechleſs lang, my late-kend Sire I view'd, 
While guſhing Tears my panting Breaſt bedew'd. 
= Unuſual Tranſports made my Head turn round, 

* Whilſt I myleit with riſing Raprures found 
The happy Son of ane ſae much renown'd. 

| But he has heard,—too fairhful Symon's Fear 


* Has brought my Love for Peggy to his Ear, 
Which he forbids,——ah! this confounds my Peace, 
While thus to beat my Heart muſt ſooner ceafe. 

* Roger. How to adviſe ye, troth I'm at a Stand: 
> But were't my Caſe, ye'd clear it up aff Hand. 
Peiatie. Duty, and haflen Reaſon plead his Cauſe: 
But Love rebells againſt all bounding Laws; 

> Fixt in my Soul the Shepherdeſs excels, 

And part of my new Happinets repels. 


SANG XVI. Tune, Kirk wad let me be. 


Duty and Part of Reaſon 
Plead ſlrong on the Parent's Side, 
Which Love ſuperior calls Treaſon ; 
The firongeſl muſt be obey'd; 
For now tho" Tim ane of the Gentry, 
; My Conflancy Falthood repel: ; 
2 Fr Change in my Heart is no Entry, 
; Still there my dear Peggy excels. 


Roger. Enjoy them baith,—Sir Yi//iam will be won: 
Tour Peggy's bonny, - you're his only Son. 
* Patie, She's mine by Vows, and ſtronger Ties of Love, 
| And frae theſe Bands nae Fate my Mind ſhall move. 
I'll wed nane elſe, thro' Life I will be true, 
But ſtill Obedience is a Parent's Due. 
{ Roger. Is not our Maſter and yourſell to ſtay 
Amang us here,—or are ye gawn away 
To Lenden Court, or ither far aff Parts, 
To leave your ain poor us with broken Hearts? 
Patie. To Edenburgh ſtraight to morrow we advance, c 


To London neiſt, and afterwards to France, 
Where I muſt ſtay ſome Years, and learn to dance, 
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F 
And twa three other Monky- tricks. That done, La 
I come hame ſtrutting in my red-heel'd Shoon. But 
Then ' tis defign'd, when I can weel behave, Bet 
That I maun be ſome petted Thing's dull Slave, t 
For ſome few Bags of , thar, I war weel, My 
J nae mair need nor Carts do a third Wheel: | Bui 
But Pezgy, dearer to me than my Breath, | Kee 
Sooner than hear fig News, ſhall hear my Death. I ic 


Roger. They wha have juft enough can ſoundly ſleep, Bay 
The Owwrecome only faſhes Fowk to keep. — 
Good Mr. Patrick, tak your ain Tale hame. 

Patze. What was my Morning Thought, at Night's 

the ſame: 
The Poor and Rich but differ in the Name. 
Content's the greateſt Bliſs we can procure 
Frae boon the Lift. Without it Kings are poor. : 

Roger. Bur an Eſtate like yours yields braw Content, 
When we bur pike it ſcantly on the Bent: 5 
Fine Chaiths, ſaft Beds, ſweet Houſes, ſparkling Wine, 
Rich Fare, and witty Friends, whene'er ye dine, \. 
Submiſhve Servants, Honour, Wealth, and Eaſe, 5 
Wha's no content with theſe is ill to pleaſe. 

Patie. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amiſs, 
But mony a Cloud hings hov'ring o'er their Bliſs: 
The Paſſions rule the Roaſt—and if they're ſour, 
Like the Jean Ky, they'll ſoon the fat devour : 

The Spleen, tint Honour, and affronted Pride, 
Stang, like the ſharpeſt Goads, in Gentry's Side. 
The Gouts, and Gravels, and the ill Diſeaſe, 

Are frequen eſt with Fouk o'erlaid with Eaſe, 
While o'er the Moor the Shepherd, with leſs Care, 
Enjoys his ſober Wiſh, and haleſome Air. 

Roger. Lord, Man, I wonder ay, and it delights 
My Heart, whene'er I hearken to your Flights. 
How gat you a' that Senſe I fain wad lear, 

That I may eaſier Diſ:ppointments bear. 

 Patie. Frac Books, the Wale of Books, I gat ſome Skill, U 
Theſe beſt can teach what's real good and ill: 0 
N-'er grudge ilk Year to ware ſome Stanes of Checlſe, 
To gain theſe ſilent Friends that ever pleaſe 


Roger» 
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Roger. I'll do't, and ye ſhall tell me which to buy: 
aich I'ſe hae Books, tho' I ſhou'd fell my Ky: 
But now let's hear how you're deſign'd to move 
S Between Sir Villiam's Will and Peggy's Love. 
Piatie. Then here it lies—his Will maun be obey'd, 
My Vows III keep, and ſhe ſhall be my Bride: 
hut I ſome Time this laſt Deſign maun hide. 
BZ Keep you the Secret cloſe, and leave, me here, 
I ſent for Peggy, yonder comes my Dear. 
Reger. And proud of being your Secretary, I 
Io wyle it frac me a' the Peels defy. (Exi Roger, 
= Pati: Lou,] With what a Strugle muſt I now impart 
My Father's Will to her that hads my Heart! 
I ken the loves, and her ſaft Soul will fink, 
BZ While it ſtands trembling on the hated Brink 
Of Diſaphointmeat—Heav'n ſupport my Fair, 
And let her Comfort claim your tender Care: 
Her Eyes are red Enter Peggy. 
My Peg, why in Tears? 
Smile as ye wont, allow nae Room for Fears; 
# lho' Pm nae mair a Shepherd, yet I'm thine. 
= Peygey. I dare not think ſae high—I now repine 
At the unhappy Chance, that made not me 
A gentle Match, or ſtill a Herd kept thee. 
. Via can withouten Pain ſee frae the Coaſt 
= Thc Ship that bears his All like to be loſt ? 
Ike to be carried by ſome Rever's Hand 
Jar frae his Withes to ſome diſtant Land. 
Patte. Ne'er quarrel Fate, . whilſt it with me remains 
| To raſſe thee up, or ſtill attend theſe Plains. 
My Father has forbid our Loves, I own: 
Hut Love's ſuperior to a Parent's Frown. 
I Valſhood hate: Come, kiſs thy Cares away; 
I ken to love, as well as to obey. 
| Sir Viliams gen'rous; leave the Task to me 
lo make ftrift Duty and true Love agree. ; 
| Peggy. Speak on—ſpeak ever thus, and ſtill my Grief; 
But ſhort I dare to hope the fond Relief. 
New Thoughts a gentler Face will ſoon inſpire; 
{hat with nice Air ſwims round in Silk Attire ; 


Then 
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Then I! poor me wich Sighs may ban my Fate, 
When the young Laird's nae mair my heartſome Pare. 
Nae mair again to hear ſweet Tales expreſt 
By the blyrh Shepherd that excell'd the reſt : 
ae mair be envrd by the tattling Gang, 
When Patie kiſs'd me when I danc'd or fang: 
Nae mair, alake! we'll on the Meadow play, 
And rin haff breathleſs round che Rucks of Hay, | 
As aft- times I hae fled from thee right ſain, 
And fawn on Purpoſe that I might be tane: 
'3Z Nae mair around the Foggy- Know T'll creep, 
'To watch and ſtare upon thee, while aſleep. 
i But hear my Vow—twill help to give me Eaſe: 
| May ſudden Death, or deadly ſair Diſeaſe, 
| And warſt of Ills, attend my wretched Life, 
If &er to ane but you I be a Wife. 


SANG XVII. 
Tune, Wae's my Heart that we ſhou'd ſunder. 


Speak on, ſpeak thus, and flill my Grief; 
Hold up a Heart that's ſinking under 
Theſe Fears, that ſoon 1vill want Relief, 

When Pate muſ! from his Peggy ſunder, 
« A gentler Face and Silk Attire, 
; A Lady rich in Beauty's Bliſm, 
Alake poor me! vill now conſpire 

To fleal thee from thy Peggy's Bojom. 
Ns more the Shepherd who excel d 

The refl, whoſe Wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy's Praiſes tell, 

Ab! Ican die, but never ſunder. 
Ye Meadews where we often flray d, 

Ye Banks where we were wont to wander ; 
Sweet-ſcented Rucks, raund which «ve play'd, 

You'll loafe your Sweets when we're aſunder. 
Again, ab! ſhall ] newer creep 

Around the Know xwith filent Duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while afteep, 

Ang wonder at thy manly Brauty? 
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Hear, Heav'n, while folemly I wow, 

Tho thou ſhould prove @ wand"ring Lover, 
Throw Life to thee I ſhall prove true, 

Nor be a Wife to any ather. 


Patic. Sure Heav'n approves—and be aſſured of me, 
I'll ne'er gang back ot what I've ſworn to thee: 
And Time, tho' Time maun interpoſe a while, 
And I maun leave my Peggy and this Ille; 
Yet Time, nor Diſtance, nor the faireſt Face. 
If there's a fairer, e'er thall fill thy Place, 
I'd hate my rifing Fortune, thoutd it move 
The fair Foundation of our faithfu' Love. 
If at my Foot were Crowns and Scepters laid, 
To bribe my Soul frae thee, delig'rful Maid, 
Lor thee I'd ſoon leave theſe inferior Things 
To ſic as have the Patience to be Kings. 
Wherefore that Tear ? believe, and calm thy Mind. 
Peggy. I greet for Joy, to hear my Love ſae kind; 
hen Hopes were ſunk, and nought but mirk Deſpair, 
Made me think Life was little worth my Care, 
My Heart was like to burſt ; but now 1 tee 
Thy gen'rous Thoughts will fave thy Heart for me: 
| With Patience then Pl: wait each wheeling Year, 
Dream thro that Night, till my Day-itar appear; 
And all the while PU ftudy gentler Charms 
To make me fitter for my Trav lier Arms : 
Ul gain on Uncle G/aud—he's far frae Fool, 
And will not grudge to put me throw ilk School, 
Where I may Manners learn— 


SANG XVIII. Tun, T weed-Side, 


Peggy. When Hope <vas quite ſunk in Deſpair, 
My Heart it was going to hreak ; 
My Life appear d worthle/s my Care, 
But nxw I will av t for thy Jade, 
Il bere-ter my Love travels by Day, 
Fhere-ever be lodges by N:ght, 
I] ith me his dear Þnage fall ius, | 
Ind my Saul keep him * in Sight, 


With 
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With Patience T wait the long Year, 
And fludy the gentieft Charms; 
Hope Time axway till thou appear, 

So lock thee for ay in theſe Arms. 
Whilfi thou wafl a Shepherd, I priz'd 
No bigher Degree in this Life ; 

But now Tl endeavsur to riſe 


To a Etight is becoming thy Wife, 


For Beanty, that's only Skin deep, 
Muſt fade like the Gowans of May, 
But, inwardly rooted, will keep 
For ever, without a Decay. 
Ner Age, nor the Changes of Life, 
Can guench the fair Fire of Love, 
If Firtut's ingrain'd in the Wife, 
And the Husband have Senſe to approve, 


Pati. — That's wiſely ſaid, 
And what he wares that Way ſhall be well paid. 
Tho', without a' the little Helps of Art, 
Thy native Sweets might gain a Prince's Heart, 
Vet now, leſt in our ſtation we offend, 
We muſt learn Modes to Innocence unkend ; 
Affedt aft-times to like the Thing we hate, 
And drap Serenity, to keep up State : 
Laugh when we're ſad, ſpeak when we've nought to ſay, 
And, for the Faſhion, when we're blith, ſeem wae: 
Pay Compliments to them we aft have ſcorn'd, 
Then ſcandalize them, when their Backs are turn'd. 

Pegey. If this is Gentry, I had rather be 
What I am ſtill—bur I'll be ought with thee. 

Patie. No, no, my Peggy, I but only jeſt 
With Gentry's Apes ; for ſtill, amang the beſt, 
Good-Manners give Integrity a Bleeze, 

When native Virtues join the Arts to pleaſe, 

Peg: y. Since with nae Hazard, and ſac ſmall Expence, 
My Lad frae Books can gather ſiccan Senſe, 
Then why, ah ! why ſhou'd the tempeſtuous Sea 
Endanger thy dear Life, and frighten me? 
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Sir William's crael that wad force his Son, 
For Watna- whats, ſae great a Risk to run. 
Patie. There is nae doubt but Trav'Iling does improve, 
Yet I wou'd ſhun it for thy Sake, my Love: 
But ſoon as I've ſhook aff my Land wart Caſt 
In foreign Cities, hame to thee PII haſte. 


SANG XIX. Tune, Buſh aboon Traguair. 


Peggy. At ſetting Day and rifing Morn, 

With Soul that flill hail love thee, 
PII aſe of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 

With all that can improve thee, 

Z PII vifit oft the Birken-buſh, 

3 Where firfl thou kindly told me 

Seweet Tales of Lowe, and hid my Bluſh 

I, hilft round thou didſi enfold me. 


To all our Haunts I will repair, 
By Greenwood-Shaw or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer-day I'd ſhare 
With thee upon you Mountain, 
There will I tell the Trees and Frow'rs, 
From Thoughts unfeign'd and tender; 
By Vows you're mine, by Love is yours 
A Heart which cannot wander. 


With every ſetting Day, and riſing Morn, 
1 kneel to Heav'n, and ask thy fate Return. 
Under that Tree, and on the Suctler-Brae, 
Where aft we wont, when Bairns, to run and play; 
And to the Hifel-faw, where firſt ye vow'd 
Ye wad be mine, and J as eithly trow'd, 
I'll afren gang, and tell the Trees and Flow'rs, 
With Joy that they'll bear Witneſs I am yours. 
Patie, My Dear, allow me frae thy Temples fair 
A ſhining Ringlet of thy flowing Hair, 
Which, as a Semple of each lovely Charm, 
II aften kiſs, and wear about my Arm. 
Pegey. Were ilka Hair rhat appertains to me 
Worth an Eſtate, they all belong to thee ; 


F 2 My 
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My Sheers are ready, take what you demand, 
And sught what Love with Virtue may command. 
Patie. Nae mairT'll ask ; but ſince we've little Time, 
To warct on Words, wad border on a Crime, 
Love's ſafter Meaning better is expreſt, 
When it's with Kiſſes on the Heart impreſt. 
[ Here they embrace, and the Curtain let drevn, 


— — —— — 
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ACT V. SCENE I, 


PROLOGUE. 


Fee heww fear Bauldy fares like ane paßt, 

Aud raars up Symon frae his kindly Ref: | 
Bare-legg'd with Night-Cap, and unbutton's Cat, 
Sce the auld Man comes forward to the Sot. 


Jm. HAT want ye, Bauldh, at this ſilent Hour! 8. 
\ y When Nature nodsbeneath the drowiy Pow'r, Þ* 
Far to the North the ſcant approaching Light k 
Stands equal '"twixt the Morning and the Night. 
What gars ye ſhake, and glowre, and look ſae wan? 
Your Teeth they chitter, Hair like Briſtles ſtand. 
Bauldy. O len me ſoon ſome Water, Milk, or Ale, 
My Head's grown giddy—Legs with ſhaking fail; 
Tl ne'er dare venture forth at Night my lane: 
Alake! Pl never be myſell again. 
I'Il ne'er o erput it! men, O Symon! O! 
[Symon gives him a Drink, 
Symen. What ails thee, Gowk !—to make ſo loud ado? 
You've wak'd Sir William, he has left his Bed; 
He comes, I fear, ill pleas d; I hear his Tred. 
[ Enter Sir William. 
Sir Nil. How goes the Night? does day - light yetappcar? 
Symen, you're very tymoully aſteer. 
Symon. I'm ſorry, Sir, that we've diſturb'd your . 


But ſome ſtrange Thing has Bauliws Sp'rit oppreſt, 
He's fecn ſome Witch, or wreſtled with a Ghailt. 

Baulty O! ay—dear Sir, in Troth 'tis very true, 
And Jam come co make my Plaint to you. 


Sir 
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Sir ill. (ſmiling.) ] lang to hear't—— 

Baulay. Ah! Sir, the Witch caw'd Mauſe, 
That wins aboon the Mill amang the Haws, 

Firſt promis'd that ſhe'd help me with her Art, 
To gain a bonny thrawart Laſſie's Heart: 

As the had tryſted, I met wi'er this Night, 


For the curs'd Hag, inſtead of doing me good 


! But may nae Friend of mine get ſic a Fright! 
5 


ne 
e een 


(The very Thought o't's Iike to freeze my Blood!) 
2 Raiyd up a Ghaiſt, or Deel, I kenna whilk, 


Like a dead Coarſe in Sheet as white as Milk; 
lack Hands it had, and Face as wan as Dearth. 


Upon me faſt the Witch and it fell baith, 

Z Lows'd down my Breeks, while I, like a great Fool, 
2 Was labour'd as I wont to be at School. 

= My Heart out of its Hool was like to lowp, 

I pithlefs grew with Fear, and had nae Hope, 

l ll with an elritch Laugh they vaniſh'd quite; 
Syne I, haf dead with Anger, Fear and Spite, 
Crap up, and fled ſtraight frae them, Sir, to you, 


# iloping your Help to gre the Deel his Due. 

= I'm ſure my Heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt, 

= 'Iill in a fat Tar-Barrel Mauſe be brunt. 

Fir Vill. Well, Baulli, whatc'er's juſt hall granted be; 
Let Mauſe be brought this Morning down to me. 


P.i/dy. Thanks to your Honour, ſoon ſhall I obey; 


f Bur firſt I'll Roger raife, and twa three mae, 
Io catch her fait, or the get Leave to ſqueel, 
| And caſt her Cantraips'that bring up the Decl. 


[Exit Bauldy. 
Sir Vill. Troth, Symon, Bauldy's more afraid than hurt, 


] The Witch and Ghaiſt have made themſelves good Sport- 


What filly Notions crowd the clouded Mind, 
That is, throw want of Education, blind! 
| Symon. But does your Honour think there's nac ſic Thing, 
| As Witches raiting Deels up throw a Ring, 
| >yne playing Tricks, a Thouſand I cou'd tell, 
Cou'd never be contriv'd on this Side Hell? 
Sir Hill, Such as the Devil's dancing in a Moor, 
Amongſt a few old Women, craz'd and poor, : 
F z ns 
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Who are rejoic'd to ſee him frisk and mo. 
O'er Braes and Bogs, with Candles in his Dowp, 
Appearing ſometimes like a black-horn'd Cow, 
Atc-times like Bacoty. Ba iran, or a Sow; 

Then with his Train throw airy Paths to glide, 
While they on Cats, or Clowns, or Broomſtaffs ride, 
Or in the Egg-ſhell skim out- der the Main, 

To drink their Leader's Health in France or Spain; 
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Then aft by Night, bumbaze Hare-hearted Fools, 8 
By tumbling down their Cup-boards, Chairs and Stools. N 
What er's in Spells, or if there Witches be, 14 
Such Whimſies ſeem the molt abſurd to me. 11 
Siemon. "Tis true enough, we ne er heard that a Witch 
Had either meikle Senſe, or yet was rich; 55 
But ane, tho? poor, is a ſugacious Wife, 3 [ 
And lives a quiet and very honeſt Life. W 7 
That gars me think this Hoble-thew that's paſt, 3 
| Will land in naithing but a Joke at laſt. b 
Sir Jill. I'm ſure it will- but ſee encreaſing Light | 
Commands the Imps of Darkneſs down to Night: A 1} 
| Bid raife my Servants, and my Horſe prepare, 8 \ 
| Wnuſt I walk out to take the Morning Air. \ 
| SANG XX. Tune, Bony gray-ey'd Morn. 7 
The bonny gray-ey'd Morning begins toprefiy 5 | 
| And Darkneſs flies before the riſing Ray, £ 
| The hearty Hind jtarts from his lazy Step, 
To fellow healthfu) Lab ur of the Day, | 
Without à guiliy Sting to wrinkle his Brow ; iy. 
| The Lark and the Linnet tend his Love, 0 
| And be joins their Concert, driving the Ploxe, 1 


From Tail of Grimace and Pageantry free. 


While flußer'd auitb Wine, or madien'd avith Loſs ; | 

Of Haff an Fate, the Prey of a Main, = 
The Druniard and Gameſler tumble and o/, 3 

Hing for Caumnneſi and Slumber in vain, 
Be my Poriton, Health and Puietneſs of Mind, 

Plac'd at due Diftance from Parties and State, 
Where reiter Amoition, nor ata» ice Uind, 

Rea. dur. c bas Happineſs link'd to his Fate, 

[| Exeuat, 
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SCENE II. 
PROLOGUE. 
While Peggy laces up her Beſim fair, 
With a blew Snood Jenny binds up her Hair 
Glaud by his Morning Ingle takes a Bech; 
The 1 iſing Sun ſhines motty throw the Rees. 
A Pipe his Mouth, the Laſſes pleaſe his Een, 
And now ana then his Joke maun interamex. 
Glaud, 1 Wiſh, my Bairns, it may keep fair till Night, 
Ye do not ule ſo ſoon to ſee the Light; 
Nae doubt now ye intend to mix the Thrang, 
To take your Leave of Patrick or he gang: 
Bur, do ye think, that now when he's a Laird, 
That he poor Landwart Laſſes will regard? 

Jenny. Tho' he's young Maſter now, I'm very ſure, 
Ile has mair Senſe than flight auld Friends tho' poor: 
But yeſterday he ga'e us mony a Tug, 

And kits'd my Cuſin there frae Lug to Lug, 
Claud. Ay, ay, nae doubt Ot, and he'll do't again; 
Bur, Le advis'd, his Company refrain: 
Before, he, as a Shepherd, ſought a Wife, 
With her to live a chaſte and frugal Life : 
But now, grown gentle ſoon he will fort:ke 
die godly Thoughts, and brag of being a Rake. 
Peggy. A Rake, what's that? Sure, if it means ought ill, 
Hc'll never be'r, elſe I have tint my Skill. 

Claud. Daft Laſſie, ye ken nought of the Affair, 

Ane young and good, and gentle's unco rare: 

A Rake's a graceleſs Spark, that thinks nae Shime 

To do what like of us think Sin to name ; 

dic are ſae void of Shame, they'll never ſta 

To brag how aften they have had the Clap; 
They'll K * young Things like you, with Voudith fluſh'd 
yne mak ye a' their Jeſt when ye're debauch'd. 

Be warry then, I fay, and never gre 

Encouragement, or bourd with fic as he- 

Pegoy. Sir Miltam's vertuous, and of gentle Blood: 
And may not Parric# too, like him, be good? 

G aud, That's true, and mony Genrry mae than he, 
As they are wiſer, better are than we; 

Put thinner fiwn ; they're ſae puft up with Pride, 
There's mony of them mocks ilk haly Guide, 


That 
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That ſhaws the Gait to Heaven,—T've heard myſell 
Some of them laugh at Doomiday, Sin and Hell. 
Jenny. Watch o'er us, Father! heh, that's very odd, 
Sure him that doubts a Doomſday, doubts a God. 
Claud. Doubt! why they neither doubt, nor judge, 
nor think, 
Nor hope, nor fear; but curſe, debauch, and drink.— 
But I'm no ſaying this, as if I thought 
That Patrick to fic Gaits will e'er be brought. 
Peggy. The Lord forbid ! Na, he kens better Things : 
But here comes Aunt, her Face {ome Ferly brings. 
| Enter Madge. 
Made. Haſt, haſt ye, we're a' ſent for owre the Gate, 
To hear, and help to red ſome odd Debate 
Teen Mauſe and Bauldy, bout ſome Witchcraft Spell, 
At Sz-n's Houſe; the Knight fits Judge himſel. 
G/aud, Lend me my Staff — Madge, lock the outer Door, 
And bring the Laſſes wi' ye; I'll ſtep before. [ Exit Glaud, 
Madze. Poor Meg !—Look, Jenn), was the like e'er {een ? 
How blzerd and red with greeting look her Een! 
This Day her brankan Wooer takes his Horſe, 
To ſtrut a gentle Spark at Edinburgh Crols ; 
To change his Kent cut frae the branchy Plain 
For a nice Sword, and glancing-headed Cane; 
To leave his Ram-horn Spoons and kitted Whey, 
For gentler Tea, that ſmells like new-won Hay ; 
To leave the Green-ſwaird Dance, when we gae milk, 
To ruſtle amang the Beauties clad in Silk. 
But Meg, poor Meg ! maun with the Shepherd ſtay, 
And take what God will ſend in Hodden-Gray. 
Peggy. Dear Aunt, what needs ye fathus wi' your Scorn ? 
ThaVs no my Faut that I'm nae gentler born. 
Gif I the Daughter of ſome Laird had been, 
I nc'er had notic'd Patie on the Green: 
Now fince he riſes, why ſhould I repine ? 
If he's made for another, h&IlL_nc'er be mine: 
And then, the like has been, if the Decree 
Deſigns him mine, I yet his Wife may be. 
Maze. A bony Story trouth I- But we delay; 
Prin up your Aprons baith, and come away. [ Exeunts 


SCENE 
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PROLOGVUx. 

Sir William fills the taua- arm Chair, 

While Symon, Roger, Glaud and Mauſe 
Attend, and with loud Laughter hear 

Daft Bauldy bluntly plead his Cauſe : 
For mow it's tell d bim that the Taws 

Vas handled by reveng;fu' Madge, 
Becauſe he brake Goode Breeding's Laws, 

And with his Nonſenſe raid their Rage. 


ND was that all? Well, Arcbbald, ye was ferv'd 

3 No otherwiſe than what ye well deſerv'd. 

= Was it ſo ſmall a Matter to defame, 

And thus abuſe an honeſt Woman's Name? 

Beſides your going about about to have betray'd, 

Puy Perjury, an innocent young Maid. 

Baul. Sir, I confeſs my Faut thro' a' the Steps, 
And nc'er again ſhall be untrue to Neps. 

| AMavſe, Thus far, Sir, he obliged me on the Score, 

I kend not that they thought me ſic before. 

Baulay. An't like your Honour, I believ'd it well; 

| Bur trowth I was e'en Doilt to ſeek the Deel : 

Let with your Honour's Leave, tho' ſhe's nae Witch, 

| She's baith a flee and a revengefu' 
And that my Some-Place finds; but I had beſt 

| Haud in my Tongue; for yonder comes the Ghar/t, | 
| And the young bony Witch, whaſe Roſie Check | 
| dent me without my Wit the Deel to ſeek. | 


Sir. 
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: Enter Madge, Peggy ond Jenny. x | 
Sir Will. [Heling at Peggy. | Whole Daughter's fas 
that wears th Aurera Gown, | 


| With Face fo fair, and Locks a lovely brown? 
How ſparkling are her Eyes! what's this I find? | 
| The Girl brings all my Siſter to my Mind. | 
duch were the Features once adorn'd a Face, 
Which Death too ſoon depriv'd of ſweeteſt Graces 
Is this your Daugther, Glaud — 
Glaud, Sir, he's my Niece 
And yet ſhe's not but I thould had my Peace. 
dir Mill. This is a Contradiction; what d'ye mean? 
ne is, and ſhe is not! pray, Claud, explain. 


Claud. 
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Glaud. Becauſe J doubt, if I ſhould mak appear 
What I have kept a Secret thirteen Year 
Mauſe. Y ou may reveal what I can fully clear. 
Sir Will. Speak ſoon: I'm all Impatience !— 
Patie. So am I! 
For much I hope, and hardly yet know why. 
Gau“. Then, ſince my Maſter orders, I obey— 
This b2ny Faundling, ae clear Morn of May, 
Cloſe by the Lee-ſide of my Door I found, 
All ſweer and clean, and carefully hapt round, 
In Infant Weeds, of rich and gentle Make. 
What could they be, thought I, did thee forſake ? 
Wha, warſe than Brutes, cou'd leave expos'd to Air 
Sae much of Innocence, ſae ſweetly fair, 
Sae helpleſs young? for ſhe appear'd to me 
Only about twa Towmands auld to be. 
I took her in my Arms, the Bairnie ſmil'd 
With fic a Look, wad made a Savage mild. 
I hid the Story; ſhe has paſs'd ſinceſyne 
As a poor Orphan, and a Niece of mine: 
Nor do I rue my Care about the Wean, 
For ſhe's well worth the Pains that I have tane. 
Ye ſee ſhe's bony ; I can ſwear ſhe's good, 
And am right ſure ſhe's come of gentle Blood ; 
Of whom I kenna—naithing ken I mair. 
Than what I to your Honour now declare. 
Sir Vill. This Tale feems ſtrange !— 
Patie. The Tale delights my Ear! 
Sir ill. Command your Joys, young Man, till Truth 


appcar. 7 

Mas That be my Task—Now, Sir, bid all be hulh, 7 
Peggy may ſmile - Thou haſt no Cauſe to bluſh, 1 
Lang have I wilh'd to ſee this happy Day, == 7 
That I might ſafely to the Truth give way; Til 


That I may now Sir William I orth name 
The beit and neareſt Parent ſhe can claim. 


He ſaw't at firſt, and with quick Eyes did trace by 
His Siſter's Beauties in her Doughter's Face. | ef 


Sir Mill Old Woman, do not rave—prove what you ſay; Vk 
*Tis dang'rous in Affairs like this to play. 
Patie. What Reaſon, Sir, can an old Yom 7 5 
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Fro tell a Lie, when ſhe's ſae near her Grave? 
But how, or why, it ſhould be Truth, I grant, 
I every Thing that looks like Reaſon want. 
8 Omnnes. The Story's odd! we with we heard it out. 
Sir /. Make haſte, good Woman and reſolve each Doubt. 
; Mauſe goes forward, leading Peggy to Sir William. ] 
ane. Sir, view me well, has fifteen Years ſo plew'd 
EA wrinkled Face that you have often view'd, 
hat here I as an unknown Stranger ſtand, 
Who nurs'd her Mother, that now holds my Hand? 
BY ct ſtronger Proofs I'll give, if you demand. 
Sir /. Ha, honeſt Nurſe ! where were my Eyes before? 
£ know thy Faithfulneſs, and need no more; 
Net from the Labrinth to lead out my Mind, 
Pay, to ＋ 7 her who was ſo unkind ? 
[Sir Will. embraces Peggy, and makes her fit down by him. 
Nes, ſurely thou'rt my Niece! Truth muſt prevail; 
hut no more Words, till Mau/e relate her Tale. 
| Patie. Good Nurſe diſpatch thy Story wing'd with Bliſſes 
That I may give my Cuſin fifty Kiſſes. 
| Mayſe. Then it was I that ſav'd her Infant-Life, 
Her Death being threaten'd by an Uncle's Wife. 
The Story's lang; but I the Secret knew, 
How they purſu'd with avaricious View 
Her rich Eſtate, of which they're now poſleſt : 
All this to me a Confident confeſt. 
I heard with Horror, and with Trembling dred, 
They'd ſmoor the ſakeleſs Orphan in her Bed. 
hat very Night, when all were ſunk in Reſt, 
At Midnight Hour the Floor I ſaftly preſt, 
ind ſtaw the ſleeping Innocent away, 
Vith whom I travelbd ſome few Miles e'er Day. 
Day I hid me ;——>Twhen the Day was done, 
I kept my Journey, lighted by the Moon, 
Till Eaſtward fifty Miles I reach'd theſe Plains, 
Vhere needful Plenty glads your chearful Swains. 
Ihen fear of being fond out, I, to ſecure 
ly Charge, I laid her at this Shepherd's Door, 
„Fuad took a neighb'ring Cottage here, that I, 
{hater ſhould happen to her, might be by, 


| lere, honeſt Glaud himſel, and Symon may 
zut Remember well how I that very Day Frae 
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Frae R:ger*s Father took my little Crove. 
Glaud, | avith Tears of Foy happing dywn his Beard] 
I well remember't: Lord reward your Love: 
Lang have I witl'd for this; for aft I thought 
Sic knowledge ſometime ſhould about be brought. 
Patie. Lis now a crime to doubt —my Joys are full, 
With due Obedience to my Parent's Will. 
Sir, with paternal Love furvey her Charms, 
And blame me not for ruſhing to her Arms: 
She's mine by Vows, and would, tho' fill unknown, 
Have been my Wite, when I my Vows durſt own. 
Sir Wil. My Niece, my Daughter, welcometo my Care, 
Sweet Image of thy Mother good and fair. 
Equal with Patrick, now my greateſt Aim 
Shall be to aid your Joys, and well-match'd Flame. 
My Boy, receive her from your Father's Hand, 
With as good Will as either would demand. 
[Patie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William 
Patic. With as much Joy this Bleſſing I receive, 
As ane wad Life that's Fnking in a . 
Sir Will. [raiſes them.) I give you both my Bleſſing; 
may your Love 
Produce a happy Race, and ſtill improve. 
Peggy. My Withes are compleat.— my Joys ariſe, 
While I'm haf dizzy with the bleſt Surpriſe; 
And am then a Match for my a'n Lad, 
That for me ſo much gen'rous Kindneſs had ? 
Lang may Sir Villiam bleſs theſe happy Plains, 
Happy while Heav'n grant he on them remains. 
Patie. Be lang our Guardian, ftill our Maſter be, 
We'll on'y crave what you ſhall pleaſe to gie. 
Th' Eſtate be yours, my Pegęy's ane to me. 
Glaud. J hope your Honour now will tak amends 
Of them that ſought her Life for wicked Ends. 
Sir Hill. The baſe unnat'ral Villain ſoon ſhall know, 
That Eyes above watch the Affairs below: 
Fil ſtrip him ſoon of all to her pertains, 
And make him reimburſe his ill-got Gains. 
Peggy. To me rhe Views of Wealth, and an Eſtate 
Seem light, when put in Balance with my Pate: 
For his Sake only I'll ay thankful bow, 
For ſuch a Kindneſs, 4% of Men, to you. 


Sm 


91 | 0 M E D Ys | a 51 
Symon, What double Blythneſs wakens up this Day 
hope now, Sir, you'll no ſoon haſte away. 

all I unſadle your Horſe, and gar prepare 

A Dinner for ye of hale Country Fare? 

see how much Joy unwrinkles ev'ry Brow ; 

Our Looks hing on the T wa, and doat on you! 

8 Even Bau/ay, the bewitch'd, has quite forgot 

Fell Mazge's Tawz, and pawky Maufe's Plot. 

Sir Vill. Kindly old Man, remain with you this Day f 

I never from theſe Fields again will ſtray ; 
Matfons and Wrights ſhall toon my Houte repair, 
And buſy Gard'ners thall new Planting rear: 
My Father's hearty Table you ſoon ſhall ſee 
Reftor'd, and my beſt Friends rejoice with me. 
Srmon. That's the beſt News I heafd this twenty Year! 
New Day breaks up, rough Times begin to clear. 
G/aud. God fave the King, and fave Sir Hilliam lang, 
| To enjoy their ain, and raile the Shepherd's Sang. 
Roger. Wha winna dance, wha will refule to ſing? 
What Shepherds whiſtle winna like the Spring? 
ä Bauldy. I'm Friend with Mau/e,---with very Madgs 
I'm gree'd, | 
Altho' they skelpit me when woodly fled ! 
I'm now fu' blyth, and frankly can forgive, 
Io join and ſing, Lang moy Sir William live. 
NMadge. Lang may he live; --and, Archbald, learn to ſtee x 
| Your Gab a wee, and think before ye ſpeak, 
And never ca? her auld, that wants a Man, 
Elte ye may yet ſome Witch's Fingers ban, 
This Day Fl with the youngeſt of ye rant, 
And brag for ay that I was ca'd the Aunt 
Of our young LN dear bony Bairn ! 

Peggy. No other Name I'll ever for you learn. 
And, my good Nurſe, how ſhall I gratefu' be 
For a' thy matchleſs Kindneſs done for me? 

Mauſe. The flowing Pleatures of this happy Day 
Does fully all I can requ' ©, repay. 

Sir Vill. To faithful Symer, and, kind Glaud, to you, 
And to your Heirs I give in endleſs Feu, 0 
The Mailens ye poſſels, as juſtly due, 

For acting like kind Fathers to the Pair, 
Who haye enough belides, and theſe can ſpare. 
'S Manſe. 
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Mau/e, in my Houle, in Calmneſs, cloſe your Days, 
With nought to do, but ſing your Maker's Praiſe. 
Omnes. The LORD of Heaven return your Honour' 
Love, 
Confirm your Joys, and a' your Bleſſings roove. 
Patie. | preſenting Roger to Sir William. ] 
Sir, here's my truſty Friend, that always ſhar'd 
My Botom Secrets, ere I was a Laird, 
Glaud's Daughter Janet (Jenm, think nac Shame) 
Rais'd, and maintains in him a Lovers Flame: 
Lang was he dumb, art laſt he ſpake and won, 
And hopes to be our honeſt Uncle's Son; 
Be pleas'd to ſpeak to G/aud for his Conſent, 
That nane may wear a Face of Diſcontent. | 
Sir Vid. My Son's Demand is fair--G/azd, let mecrave, 
That truſty Reger may your Daughter have, 
With frank Conſent ; and while he does remain 
Upon theſe Fields, I'll make him Chamberlain. 
Claud. Y ou croud your Bounties, Sir, what can welay, 


But that we're Dyvours that can ne'er repay ? 


Whate'er your Honour wills, I ſhall obey. 


Reger, my Daughter, with my Bleſling, take, 
And ſtill our Maſter's Right your Bus'neſs make. 
Pleaſe him, be fairhful, and this auld gray Head 
Shall nod with Quietnefs down amang the Dead, 
Roger. I ne'er was good a ſpeaking a' my Days, 
Or ever loo'd to make o'er great a Praiſe: 
Bur for my Maſter, Father and my Wife, 
I will employ the Cares of all my Life. 
Sir V. My Friends, I'm fatisfy'd you'll all behave, 
Each in his Station, as I'd wiſh or crave. 
Be ever vertuous, ſoon or late ye'll find 
Reward, and Satisfaction to your Mind. 
The Maze of Life ſometimes looks dark and wild; 
And oft, when Hopes are higheſt, we're beguil'd : 
Aft, when we ſtand on Brinks of dark Deſpair, 
Some happy Turn with Joy diſpels our Care. 
Now all's at Rights, who fings beſt, let me hear. 
P-gz3, When you demand, I readieft ſhou'd obey ; 
Il ſing you ane, the neweſt that I hae. 
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SANG XXI. Tune, Corn-Riggs are bonny. 


My Patie is a Lover gay, 
His Mind is never muddy ; 

His Breath is feeeter than nia Hay, 
Ei. Face is fair and rudaj : 

His Shape is handſome, middle Size, 
He's comely in his Waking, 

The Shining of bis Een ſurprixe ; 


is Heaven to hear him tawking. 


Laſt Night I met him on a Baaot, 
Il here yel/ow Corn was growing, 
There mony a kindly Word he [jak 
That ſet my Heart a glowinz. 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And lob d me beſt of ony, 
That gars me like to ſing ſiuceſ ne, 
O Corn-Riges are bonny. 


Let Laſes of a fily Mind 
Refuſe what maiſi they're ranting, 
Since ve for yielding avere deſigu d, 
We chaſily /o2uld be granting. 
Then Ti con-ply, and marry Pate, 
And jyne my Cockernonny 
He's free to toutzel, air or late, 


Where Corn: Riggs are Lenny. 
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Alphabetical G LOSS A R V, 
Or, Ex LANAT ION of the SCOTCH Words. 


A Bombaze, to confound or Brock, a Badger 
9 241 affright Ban, ro curſe 
A Aboon, above. Blate, ſhamefaced Breeks, Breeches 
Ae, ever Buſtine, <vh:te Dimitty Bourd, to dally, or tame 
Ane, one Bad, 7 per with 
Anes, once, Bannocks, a ſert of breed Brankand, gay; 407 
Ablins, perbaps Be, by prancing. 
Awn, exon ,ackrew/edge Braces, Hillocks Bairnie, a Little Child, 
Aſteer, firing Burn or Burnie, a rivulet C 
Anither, anatber Birks, Fireb Trees Awler, freſp, cool. 
A- will, of te, cf its Bratling, running dowon, Craig, @ Rock 
cron Accerd or falling baſtily Craigy, rocky 
A-thought, a little Bide, to bear, abide, Chirm, chirp, er ing 
A-jee, of one fide endure Crove, a {::tle Hints, 
Auld, cid Barlicods, Freaks, Hu- or Lodge 
An, if mours, Whims Corbies, Ravens 
Air, cry Brats, C/otbes ; aljo Rags Cleek, to caich,or t 
Atten, en Broe, Eroth Clute, the Hoof 
Ain, own Bleeze, Flame,a!/c Luſtre Canty, merry 
Aff, of Bl-ezing, flaming, bla- Cou'dna, cel net 
Auth, Qrarterey Corner ting Caulrife, ce/d, chilly 
ef the World Bigonets, Biggerds Cockernonny, tbe Hair 
Aiths, Oaths Begunk, a Trick, or bound up in a f 
Amaif, a Stratagem Cadęvy, merry, gay 
Aua, away Bairs, Beers Cla'ths, Clothes 
Alane, alone; his lane, Bedeen, inſtantly Cauld, co/d 
by himſe/f; her lane, Bow or Boll, a Meaſurc Coofs, Bockies 
by herſelf equal to a Sack Carny, lucky, bappy 
Ancath, beneath Beuk, bak'd Cott, 65:ght 
Aftymes, oft times Bouk, Carcaſe Chiels, Fedxvs 
Albeit, abeit, att“ Bauld, bo'd Cleck, batch 
A-wie, à little Bicker, Bowl or Cup Ca', call 
B Bobit, lac d Ca'd, or cawd, called 
IELD, a Place Brint, burnt Cottars, ottagers 
-f Sbelter from the Blob, a Globe, or Drop Curn, a little Quantity 
Weatber Bot, Tv:ithout Cry, to cal, or a call 
Bairns, Ch:/dren Beek, beeking, baſking Cantripes, Magic Spell 
Blyther, more Joyful Baſk, adorn, dreſs and Diabolical Arts 
Blythſome, glad Boutlels, in vuin Cry'd, call'd on 
Blythneſs, Toy . Belt, G:rdle Clim, c/.mb 
Bony, bandſeme, plca- Blae berries, Blue berries Canna, carn:t 
fant Blaw, 6/40 Crack, 79 chad 
Ba th, berb Bands, Hinges Caſt, he Mien or Ceſturs 
Bug ht, Sbeep- fd Bend, Cup, or Draught Cal up, to throw int? 
Byar, Coxw-tou/e | Beteetch us. prſer ve us! one's Teeth, to upraid 
Braw, bra ve, fina, gaudy Bent, a i 4 Cawts, Calves 
Been, ri. L, vel furnijh d Baugh, fim le, of a i- Clatteran, gratings 
Br. is, to preſs or bruiſe t. ful Lock battering 


Cankar 
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Cankart, ill. natur d, Eaſtlin, eaftern Fear, fleg, t frigbien 
peeviſh Eith, eithly, eaſily Fain, fond, willing 
Carle, od Man Eild, old Age Fawn, fallen 
Cawk, Chalk Elf-ſhot, Planet-flruck Fawt, Fault 
Ch tter, to gnaſh with Eaſt, eaſiward Faſh, 1 trouble 
the Teeth, ſhivering Ellwand, a Stick the Fleid, affrightcd 
Crap, crept Meaſure of an Ell G 
D Even, te impute to one, AE, go; alſo gave 
AFT, mad, fooliſh to compare, to liken Gowans, Dai/ics 
Dowie,ſerſe/c/s, filly Ergh, 70 dread, or be Gowany, fuil of 
Dool, Surriww afraid f Daiſies 
Dorty, ſcornful, difficult Elie, already Grane, to groan or figh 
Dinna, do noe Ether-Cap, Waſp Granes, Groans or Sighs 
Dike, a Wall Elritch, <vi/d, or ghafily Gar, to make, or force 
Din, Noiſe F Gat, get 
Dic'd, e' in Fi- RAE, from Grein, to long for, or 
gures of Dice Fou, full, alſo drank tir after 
Dauted, fondled, made Ferlie, a Wonder ; Gear, Goods, Wealth 
much of a'lo to wonder Geck S, {oaths 
Dubs, dirty little Pools Fouth, Plenty, many Gif, gin, if 
Divet Seat, Seat ef green Flet, ſcalded Glowre, to flare 
Turf Fair-ta', spell fare Glowring, faring 
Darna, dare nct Fa" fall Gawen, going 
Deid, Death Fallow, Fells Grip, to bold faſt 
Dern'd, laid up ſecretely Fald, te fold Grips, the Holding faſt 
Downa, cannct bear, or Feckleſs, trifiing <vith the Hands 
endure Feightan, fighting Gloom, a frezon 
Dings, excells, gets the Fraife, Talk, Speech Gang, go 
better; alſo beats Fowk, Folks Ganging, gung 
Diſna, dees not Flyte, te ſco/d Gie, give 


Dow, can, or is able to do Fell, curning,or prudent, Gabs, ATouths 
Draps, drops, gives the ſomctimes it is apply'd Grace Drink, Grace Cap 


Sip to Company te Diabslical Aris Greet, to cry 
Daitin, Folly Faſkeous, troubleſome Gane, gore _ 
Drie, ſ»fer Feg, Fig Gets, Bratt, Children 
Decreet, Determination, Fae, Foe Giglit, Gr/fiire 

er Judgment Flaes, Feat Gate, the Way ; alſs the 
Dicna, did ror Taufe, falſe Manner of a Perſon 
Doot, a Fo. Flaw, 40 He; alſo a Lie Guſty, ſavor ry 


Dunt, to beat, or thre, Furlet, a Corn or Meal- Glee, Arth 
rohen applicd to the Meaſure, conjiſting of Glen, a Vale 


Heart four Pecks Gaits, Goats 
Dos ww Arſe Fear'd, afraid Gade, Terk 
Doil'd, bexeitch*d, inſa- Fleech, flatter Gauwky,a fool; ſheverch 


tucted, dizzy, giddy Foregainit, over againſt Gree, Degree 
Dyvours, Bankrugis Fundling, Feurdiing Grit, great 
E 


ne Rp Foryet, forget Girning, grinning 
TTLE, to attempt, Fand, found Grat, cry'd 
or aim at Flighter, to flutter Sound, Gold 
| Fen, Eyes; 4% Vype, f the fin off Shaiſt, C 
Ewen, or K tight Faider, /8;{b:r Gowk, Cuckeoz alſo foal 


Gates 


” 


Cates, W rs Courſes Hodden-gray, 4 coarſe whence. the Mate- 
grey Cloth alls 


AME, Heme Hapt, cover'd up Lave, the ref 
Hameward, bome- Happing. beping, fall- Langſome, tireſome, te- 


ward ing dious 

Hartſome, gladſome, I Laird, Landlord ; in ge- 

pleaſant LKA, each, every neral for any Man of 
Hinder Night, laft night | o, Sabeetbeart Efiate 
Haftet, Side of the face ſe, I ſhall, or will Lyart, boary, grey 
Hinny, Honey Ingle-fide, fred. Lucky, Gammer 
Hound, bunt Ither, otber ; aiſo one Laith, leth 
Hawſlock, Moo next ànot ber Laverocks, Larks 

the Mind pipe Ingans, Omons Lilt, ro fing briſtly 


Hald, had, 5% K Liltit, r chanted 
Height, Top of the Hill ENS, knovs Luggies, Borv!is 
Houm, a Valley by a Kend,knew, noun Lear, to lrarn 

River Kiltit, rack d up Lair, Learning 
Het, bor Kames, Combs Loof, the Palm of the 
Healthfu', bealrkful Kittle, to tickle ;, it all” Hand 
Haith, indeed, in faith Aries difficult, or Leed, /y'd 


Herds, Swwains, Sbep- "dangerous Leen, to leave off, give 
pherd Kail-Yard, Kitchen- over 

Heh! bab! Garden Landwart, country, rue 

Hetis, lodges, ixbabits Kirn'd, churn'd ral, cl.wniſÞ 

Haleſome, ele, Kenna, knoxw not Labour'd, thre" d 

Heather-Braes, Hills cn Ky, Cocos Lows'd, unty'd, loos'd 
which Heath grows Kirn, churn M 

Hidlinęs, /urk:ng Places Kent, a large flick, or AUN, mf 

Hadna, had not Shepherd's Pole Mair, mere 

He'eryeſtreen, e nigbe L Mony, mary 
b:fore loft UGS, Ezrs Mint, to aim at, er make 

Haggies, 4 ſrt of Pud- Leglens, AMilting- a Metian to do any 
4g Pai. thin 

Hat, 5 f Loan, Mi'iirg-Piace Miſluck, 1Misforture 

Ficwk, to dig Loſs, to or ſe Mak. make 

Humlock, Hemlock Laut, 29 floep Meg Dorts, Mrs. Scern- 


Hawkys, Cos Low, flame 2 1 
Howey, « Midwife Lowan,burnizg, flaming Miſcaw, to miſcall, er 


Hing, Hang Lang, long ell Names * 
Hether-telis, Heath- Loes, loves Meikle, Much 
Bud: Lowp, to leap Meikleſt, arg. 


Hechte, Premiſes Lowping, leapin Maiſt, mf h 
Hallon-Side, 93 a Hel- 1 Maiks, Mates, bis 


ly-Tree Linkan, ffepping briſk- Midding, Durg bi 
Hae, have ly, or baſttly | Mailens, farms 
Fia', Ha! Lee, fail:wv Land Manna, muſt net 
Hout! fy? Lap, leap d Muck, D:urg 
Haflen, þarily Leugh, laugh d Mither, Mot ber 
Hool, the S geil Lift, tbe Sky; alſo to Mear, Mare 
Hobleſhew, a mobiſÞ remove Mirk, dark, te dar dem 
Riot or Yuarrel Lin, a Precipice, er na- Merle, Merlin 
Haly, Hy tural Coſcade, from Mavis, ThruſÞ 


Mane 


A ama 3 @O CO 2 ye 


The GLOSSARY. 
Manſworn jur*d, Peat-Ingle, Turf-fire Sic, ſuch 5 
forſworn EE Pouch, Pocket Tf Sell, ſel 
Moule-mark, any mark Pouchfu', Pocher: full Shaw, ſbero; alſo 
received by a mother's Pawkylie ſilly, cunningly Shru 


longing Pleugh, a Plough Shawn, ſberon 
Mennin, Minnow Pith, * Stock, a Reed or pipe 
Mae, more 1 ed, pamper d Spring, a Tune 
N Pithleſs, faint, weak Spear, to aft 
A, no, nat R Saebiens, fence it is ſo 
Nae, n0 Owing, rowan, Snooded, filleted, ty'd up 
Nane, none rollin Skiffing, ſipping 
Nibour, Neighbour Row'd, rell'd or Saul, Soul 
Nowt, Oxen Twrapt Sair, ſore 
Needna, need not Redd up, to clean up, or Sets,the ſtripes, or Rows 
Neiſt, next clear up; alſe te tell; of Colours in Weaving 
Nockt, nougbt to be Afraid; to part Siller, Silver 
New mawngnew mod folks quarrelling Spraings, Stripet, e 
No, not Revel'd, entangled Rows 
New-cal, young Calves Rin, run Shave, a Slice 
Nives, 42 . Routh, plenty ' Singand, finging 


Nor, than Rite, abundant, plentiful Strak, firuck 


O Racket-Rent, rack- rent Scart, to ſcrape, alſo te 
NY, any Reeſting, drying ſeratch 
Out-o'er, hanging Rant, to make merry Skaith, L:i, damage 
over, alſo quit? over Ranting, rouſing, jolly Scads, ſcalds 
| Our-lane, alone, by our- Raſh, green, or young Sald, . 


ſelves Raſhy, ru/by, or groton Seething, boiling 
Owrelay, a Crawat over with Ruſhes Stend, to take long ſteps 
Owrelaid, overlaid, - Raſhes, Ruſpes Stent, to tax; alſo to flint 
ver tobelm' d Roos' d, prais'd Scor'd, threatred 
Oer-put, te overcome Rouſted, grown i, Sled, Sledge 
Oure, ver, too much or ruft Sung, fing'd 


Orp, to worithe one's ſelf Rew, to repent, relent Snuff! piſh! alſo ts 
Or, before Rowt, to /ow, or male take Snuff 


Owk, Week a great Noiſe Slaw, flew 
O't, of it Rondes, « bard Name Shaw, @ little Nod 
Oxter, Armepit Rock, a Dia Swat, /weated 
Owten, Oxen Rever, Rover or pyrate Slee, /iy 
P Rucks, Ricks Skelfs, Shelnres 
AT, d:d put Reek, Smoke? Strapan, firapping, IAA 


Paughty, proud, Roove, confirm, or river Spaining, ung 


baugbty Spae-mea, ſertunctellers 

Propine, a Preſent Arr, ſhall Saws, progroftications 
'cebles, Pebbles | Saughs,H/iiowy-trees Space, fo tell fartures 
Fenſylic, fanaſitcal:y Sac, ſo, Snood, @ Het, or gar- 
Peet-Stack, Stack of Spill, ſpoil land 

ary'd tw f for firing Shad, ſmooth, flippery Sark, Stir? 
Po , 4 Skull yne, /ince, then Sayna, fay ret 

Prines, Pins Smoor, ſ mot her Starns, Stars 


Poplan, popplin's Smoor'd, jmxber d Samen, the ſame 
Poortith, Poverty Sma, ſmad Skair, a Share, to Hare 
P vu, pull, Snaw, Snow Steghts 


_— 


Tt GIL OS AS R V. 


Steht, Pad d, er Thirle, thrill Wimpling, windig 
cramm d Tyne, to deſe Wark, r 
Svenan, - mumpirg, or Trone, the Name of a Whirles, Eddies 
begging particular Market- Whilk, which 
| Scrimp, 1 provided Place Wean, Child 
| Serimpit, firnted Thack, Thatch War, <vorje 
nd:e, ſe dam Taids, Trads Wins, gates 
Siccan, ſuct-li3e Than, then Woo, ed, 4% 18 
Slaveri:., dri velling er Thrang, the Crowd or court 
 Pebbering C : A Will- fire, /. re 
Staw. balls, Jakes Titty, Ser Wale, 10 chufe, tie 
Swith, ſcan, ſrerft'y Taſs, a Cup chice 
Shoon, Shgzs+ - Thow, te flaru, er melt Witherſhins, to move 
| Stang, ung The, thee. contrary 2uays 
| Sand, che far face of Ttyſt,  Appoinemer: „%, Warlock, Wizzard 
L the Grajs =” af eint 4 Weil, mt 
| Kanes, Stonex Tocher, Tocher- good, Wis wer: alſe ſorreti. fal 
StaÞp1fep nas. one l portion, er forture Wife, eld 209man 
SaWn, con »Teill, eo ll Wyte, Blame , 
Sinceſyne, ever ſince To, tes yh Wrang, 2ororg 
Sakdleſe, forkafeng de- Teilzie, - à Breil, 4 > Weglin, woofers 
ture: of friend ii gaarrel Whinns, ae 
$45 ſole Towin' d, e d bang. 4 „ » Whoſ? 
- Ske)pit, o e apt vr Wbicht! 2% 


pt on. the poſteriors alt nedorfenate Wimpled, intricate 
: W fo _ Us rely, improbable Waws, <valls 
Unko, % rangely Warſt, worſt . 


＋ <P terdirg - cena); 4% Wow | range 


N brawart, * frranze, worderful, Winna, will not 
| one Unſonſy, unlucky; da- Wond, wound up, 9 
Tod, a fx b:lical rorapt round <with ary 
T hole, endure, ſafer Unſcrapit, filthy, er thing 
Tit, 7 ⁊obat aoanti ſcraping Ware, to expend, lay vu, 
Tald, rd V to fift, to pump cul 
Tint, loft K Yrs, Rings a ſecret 
Thrievelefs, trifiing, Ve! take a view Withoutten, without 
meedle/s Watna what's, Ne bs1j 


Tro, to be ſure of, to 


85 0 evordly Knows cuba 
kroi7w, to believe 


W; nſome, engag · Win, to duell 


Tak, te take .ghtful Wrights, Joiners 
Tane, tue * Tathe: ethers Woodly, madly 
Twa, e' 8 Wad, ad Y 
Tent, to take retice of, Wha, 20 Owil'd, howT'd 
fo watch, el ſerde or Wat, 200. Yont, beyond 
| remark Whinging, obining Yelping, us'd t 
| Tyke, dog Wiſt, knezy expreſs the Noiſe made 
| Trigg, ſpruce, clean Waff, lonely by the barking of 4 
| Tarrows, [oaths Wi', with puppy, or the ching 
Tether-ſtake, Halter- Wie, little of a child 
ſtate Wood, mad Youdith, Youth 


Thee, rheſe Wordy, worthy F INI S 
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e G LOS AS RT. 


Stesht, a ud, er Thirle, thrill Wimpling, won. l. g 
cranmm'd Tyne, to ele Wark, Vork 
Surnan, mampirg, or Trone, the Name of a Whirles, Eddies 
broging faritcurer Darker. Whilk, ich 
Scrimp, % prowded pare Wean, Ch 
Serimp't, Hunted Track, Thatcs War, score 
nd.e,. ſe dan ; Taids, Tad Wins, ga:*s 
Siccan. fſuck-lite Than, ben Woo, „e, ai 9 
Slaver i., dr;veiiing er Thrang, tbe Creꝛud or court ; 
$-5berirg Toring Wul-fite, evil 1. fire 
Snaw-balis, Foxes Titty, S:fer Wale, 10 chufe, tie 
Swith, ſcan, ut. Tat: i 8 Cup c. ce 
Shoon, Ska: 's Thow, to lar, er melt Withetſhins, te move 
Stang, Hung The, tee corcrary vay's 
6 waird, the farſuce ef Tryſt, Apfointmert, to Warlock, N 
the Cra af point Weil, z. 
Frege“ Stones Tocker, Tocher-good, Ws, we, all: ſarre tt. fal 
Stap, if 2 ; re portion or forture Wife, eli ⁊caman 
San, e | * 2-till Wrte, Blue 
I! nceiyne, *. ＋ fer: ce To, 6 W rang, Tor org 
Sakaleſe, erſaten, de- Tu. hey a Bre:!, „ Wesel! in, ern 
Tinte of friend! 2 gaarre! Wlunns „arge 
Staw, ſale Towin e dbarg” 4 Wnaſe, 20 / JH 
Slcelpit, i & fart er Wicht! buf 
PH: pt on 5 2rs aliklywapeſenab Wimpled, intricate 
Steck, 7. Hu Ul cem!y, mp rovable Waws, <wralls 
T Un Ko, 7 rangely Warſt, <vcrft 
FAEnting, terdirg evonderfully; 4% Wow ! frange 
1. LIhrawatit, cro/s fange, Wt eee, Winna, vill not 
or ear! Unionly, wniucky; dia- Wond, coound up, 
Tod, a fex . b:lical res round <uith ary 
Thole, endure, ſuffer Un ſcrapit, th, © thing 
"Tx, 19 reli wants jcraping Ware, to ex pen, a 2 
Tald, :./d 1 et fiſt, to pump 
Tint, 4%¼ Irlee, Rings a ſecret 
Thrie\ cleſs, tr: fii no, N ta te a view W thoutten, 2 r "ut 
medley W.mna what's, N de 
Trow, te be ſure cf, to 3 cee kr:;708s wehat 
„ te, te believe Ww nſorae,: _—_ r. Win, te doll 
Tak, to tate gb! N Wr. Shts, Joi revs 
Tane, teten V! thc Bis ul Woodly, mad!y 
Twa, 2 Wad, 44 Y 
Tent. o take vetice of, Wha, 20 7DNwl'd, howT'd 
2 Twatch, cl/erwve e Wat, 20 Yont, beyond 
remark Whinging. . Yelping, 24 
Tyke, g Wit, Vero expreſs the Roiſe made 
Trigg, ſpruce, clean Waff, lonely by the barking of 4 
Tarrous, {rat/s Wi, with puppy, er the ching 
Tether ſtake, Halter- Wie, tele of a cid | 
{ate Wood, mad Y oudith, tuwuth 


Thae; thele Wordy, recrtby F I N 1 S. 
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